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Sergey and to others like him who had worked their way to 
a semblance of material comfort. ^ 

They were overwhelmed with perplexity, and at the 
time little did they or I reaUze that this agitator and his 
speeches were but the first fight breezes heralding the ad- 
vance of a mighty storm. 
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ends - all these factors must be considered for a proper 
comprehension of Moscow^s state of mind. But it is the 
boycott that she fears most; it is this spectre which goads 
her leaders into a determination to speed their plans to 
fruition, regardless of costs. 
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self as a failure. Otherwise he is such a charming man. 
You must visit us some evening^ I am sure you 11 find 
Grigory Mikhailovitch delightful.’ Late at night I \ycnt 
home. As I walked along the deserted streets I caught sight 
now and then of posters and banners bearing the inscription 
‘The Five-Year Plan in Four.’ The words now held for me a 
meaning which they did not have before. 
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want to live out my years in peace, and die in my own bed 
and be buried in my native village. Please, my dear, tell 
it to the big people in Moscow, do not forget, and I shall 
always remember you and pray for you.’ 

He turned away and blubbered. 
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CHAPTER XV 


THE LANDLORD HERDSMAN 

Well did I remember Abram Terukhin as he looked in my 
boyhood days. Tall, shaved, well-dressed, cheerful, he was a 
considerable landlord and a merchant to boot. Whenever he 
passed our village on his way to the lakes where he operated . 
fish concessions, he would stop at our house, for he was a 
lover of tea and ^ve were among the few Tamilies in the 
village that owned a samovar. His arrival always caused a 
joyous commotion among us children, for we felt free and 
easy and intimate \vith him, and he would give us candy 
and pat us on the cheeks and treat us not wth the condes- 
cension of other gro'vvn-ups but as equals. Though a Jew 
he was highly esteemed by the highest Czarist officials in 
the district. They could not help responding to his geniality 
and his many-sided talents, especially as a breeder of cattle. 
Not a landlord in the whole region could boast of as splendid 
herds as his were. Again and again at agricultural exhibi- 
tions his cattle won first honours. 

He lived on an -estate of several hundred dessiatins within 
easy reach of a small town. Since he was a Jew and might 
own no land, his estate was made up of fields which he 
rented from the nearby town, from surrounding peasants, 
and from landlords. His house, set back from the highway, 
nestled within the embrace of a far-stretching and magnificent 
orchard. It was a huge house of many rooms with lofty 
ceilings, large windows, a spacious porch, and it was always 
freshly painted and decorated. The lawn was kept clear of 
weeds and was brightened with flower beds. ^ - 
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CHAPTER I 


NADYA’S LETTER 

In the winter of 1930 I received a letter from Russia, from 
which I quote the following passage: 

‘I am off in villages with a group of other brigadiers 
organizing kolho^.* It is a tremendous job, but we are 
making amazing progress. It would do you worlds of good 
to be with us and watch us draw the stubborn peasant into 
collectivization. Contrary to all your alBrmations and 
prophecies, our muzhik is yielding to persuasion. He is 
joining the kolhosy, and I am confident that in time not a 
peasant will remain on his own land. We shall yet smash 
the last vestiges of capitalism and for ever rid ourselves of 
exploitation. Gome, join us; see with yotu: own eyes what is 
happening, how we are rebuilding the Russian villages. 
The very air here is afire with a new spirit and a new 
energy, 

Nadya.’ 

I had met Nadya some years ago in a small town on the 
Volga where she was at work in a museum making maps 
and geologic pictures. She was short and stocky, with a 
forest of dark-brown hair always fluffed up at the top; her 
big grey eyes, in which floated particles of brown, dilated 
visibly and prettily when she grew animated or excited. 
She had a round chin, an exquisite mouth, a sharp though 
pleasant voice, and a winning laugh; and she was a girl 

• Collective or socialistic farms. 
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of unshakable comactions. Daughter of a half-Tartar 
father and a Polish motlicr, hers %vas a mixture of bloods 
rare even in a land tliat is tlie world’s most gigantic melting 
pot. Only ten years old \vhen the Rcv^olution broke out, 
she was at once swept into its fold, and was one of the first 
girls in the city of Kazan to join the Pioneers, the Com- 
munist equivalent of tlie Scouts and Girl Guides. She has 
always been witliin the party organization. As soon as she 
was old enough she joined the Komsomol* in ^vhich she 
was still an ardent worker when I last saw her, two years 
earlier. Tliroughout her high school days and later, in tlie 
pedagogic institute, where she studied, her one absorbing 
interest was the Revolution. It ^vas the dominating passion 
in her life, and nothing could supplant it, not even love. 
"When she was only nineteen she married a young physician, 
but left him because he objected to her ‘wearing herself out 
•\rith social "work.’ 

Now she was gitdng all her time and energy' to the Revo- 
lution. Decisive in her opinions, she was yet free from the 
bumptious cocksureness that mars the good humour of so 
many revolutionaries and often makes discussion \vith them 
futile and disagreeable. However one might disagree ^vith 
Nadya’s views, one could not help being impressed with the 
charm of her manner and the \dgour of her mind. 

Often I had discussed ^vith her the destiny of the peasant 
in a Soviet society. Again and again she would insist that 
my conception of the Russian peasantry and of farmers the 
world over - my conviction that they were so firmly devoted 
to private property, the home, the family and other pillars 
of individualism that they ^vould die rather than submit to 
their forcible disintegration -was only a reflection of the 
boxrrgeois ideology which capitalist society had inculcated 
in me. Would I have cherished these notions had I lived, 

• Communist youth 
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not in America, but under a Soviet regime? Why did not 
she share them, she and the hundreds of thousands of 
young people like her who had their education in revolu- 
tionary Russia? She warned me that some day I would 
remember her words. She would remind me of them, she 
said. And now as I read her letter I sensed between the 
lines a dash of malicious joy at the consciousness of triumph. 

I was in a Los Angeles hotel when her letter reached me. 
Sitting there comfortably in a soft chair my thoughts drifted 
back to the villages in which she and her companions were 
crusading, I pictured them, youths all, journeying from 
village to village in peasant carts, on horseback, on foot, in 
mud and in snow, calling mass meetings, making speeches, 
engaging in volcanic discussions and forming kolkozy- 
passionately striving in every act to push Russia closer and 
closer to their ideal of an earthly paradise. I knew that 
hundreds, thousands, of such Nadyas and their brother 
revolutionaries all over Russia were embarked on a similar 
mission, bringing a new gospel and a new mode of social 
accommodation to the village, in the earnest belief that these 
would for ever end pain and failure in the human world. 

It occurred to me that Nadya and those others who 
shared her faith and her enthusiasm were supremely happy 
people. Their very work was a source of boundless grati- 
fication, for is man ever so exalted as when he is crusading 
for a cause? 

Of course the mere mention of personal happiness would 
make Nadya chuckle with amusement or fume with indigna- 
tion. With flushed face and dilated eyes she would deny 
that she had gone to the villages in search of personal 
satisfaction. She would deprecate the very suggestion that 
personal happiness was a basic motive in her life. She would 
proclaim herself not an adventurer in search of thrills, but 
a soldier fighting an historic battle. 
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She would be right, too. She was in the firing line 
enduring all the hardships and hazards, including possibility 
of death, that a soldier at tlic front daily experiences. Will 
I forget tlie bony Ukrainian youth with the rattle of death 
in his lungs confessing that, in spite of tlic doctor’s orders, 
he dared not keep his tvindows open at night for fear he 
would be shot or stabbed? Now and then one reads in the 
newspapers items that tell tlicir own story. I recall the one 
about Ac Komsomoletz* whom peasants had shut up in a 
schoolhouse which tlicy then set afire, and, stationing 
themselves before it ^vith fcnccposts, they drove the desperate 
youA back into Ac flames whenever he attempted to save 
himself. I recall another in which peasants seized a Soviet 
worker, bound him hand and foot, drenched his clothing 
with kerosene and set fire to him. I was sure that Nadya 
had a revolver tucked away somewhere in her cloAcs. She 
might be working in peaceful territory^, but in times of 
active campaigning, a revolutionary never can tell when or 
whence a deaA blow will be levelled at him. 

Yet despite discomforts and hazards Nadya was a happy 
person. Her very letter, brimming wiA joy and fervour, 
bore ample evidence of it. Personal satisfaction might not 
have been an objective in her life, but it came in spite of 
her. Engaged in a task which above all else in tlie %vorld she 
loved, happiness was bound to be a by-product of her daily 
work. No problem of personal maladjustment harassed her. 
Intellectually and emotionally she was magnificently 
attuned to the tumult of Ae times. Indeed, if one were to 
regard collectivization solely as a means of self-expression 
for the Nadyas, one could welcome it as a superb gift of the 
Revolution to Russian youth. 

But Acre was the subject of Nadya’s crusade - tlie many- 
millioned Russian peasant. Only a few monAs previous, 

* JVlember of the Young Communists, 
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in village after village, including the one in which I was bom, 
I heard him thunder lus protests at the effort to transplant 
him into a new social soil. Weighted down %vith inertia and 
as distmstful of strange ideas as is a wild animal of strange 
noises, he was confused and baffled. He could not have 
changed over night — or had he? I wondered. Was such a 
miracle possible even in Russia? 

In Nadya’s letter there was not a word on the subject. 
There was no allusion to the peasant’s inner turmoU, as 
though that were only an incidental trifle. Impassioned 
revolutionary that she was, she could not and would not be 
concerned with the hurt of the individual. Not that it had 
passed her unobserved, but it failed to stir her sympathy. 
She seemed no more concerned with the peasant’s perplexity 
than is a surgeon with the pain of the patient over whose 
body he is wielding a scalpel. Her mind and heart were 
fixed on the glories of to-morrow as she visualized them, not 
on the sorrows of to-day. The agony of the process was lost 
to her in the triumph of achievement. 

Yet I could not help being moved by the ordeal that 
the peasant was facing. He loomed before me as the 
central figure in the ever-rising Russian drama. Astounding 
was the double task assigned to him, whether by mere 
man or by history only time could reveal. With no inter- 
mediary halt he was to make a leap from feudalism to the 
machine age and simultaneously to a mode of social control 
not only without precedent, but completely out of tune with 
his heritage and past aims. Was ever a people faced with so 
epochal a task? 

And there was no escaping from it. The Nadyas were 
barring all avenues of flight. Wherever the peasant turned 
he foimd them armed against him. With charts and figures 
and bursts of eloquence, and sometimes with the powerful 
arm of the government, they were seeking to bend him to 
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tlicir will. Desperately they were striving to win him to the 
notion that he had no destiny other than the one they had 
mapped out for him. Nor were they speaking for themselves 
only. Official confirmation of tlicir preachments the peasant 
could read in ever)' issue of tlic Pravda, the official organ of 
the Communist Party, in that single sentence, heavily 
underscored and spread out in italics over three columns, 
which proclaimed that ‘tois^ard the end of tlic five-)'car plan 
collectivization of tlic land must in essence be completed.’ 

This was Stalin’s pronouncement, and the voice of Stalin 
was tlie voice of tlie Party, \vhich in Russia is tlic ultimate 
source of power and authority. Prophecy, boast, threat, the 
meaning of these words was unmistakable: collectivization 
would be pushed forward. To Stalin and his cohorts it had 
come to mean die life or death of die Revoludon; moreover, 
widi more dian one-fourth of die peasantry’’ already drawn 
into it, diere could be no halt in the movement, sdll less 
retreat to die old social forms. The vciy road backivard 
had been torn up and obliterated. Failure could mean only 
collapse and chaos. 

Whatever die outside world may think of collccdvizadon, 
henceforth it must be die pivot on which die Revoludon is 
to revolve. Should this pivot give way, die Revolution can 
only blow to pieces. Nodiing can save it. But should it hold 
together, should collectivizadon as an economic enterprise 
prove feasible, however moderately, it ivill transfigure 
Russia as nodiing else that die Bolsheviks have launched or 
have planned to launch. I cannot help regarding it as die 
most colossal revolution diat mankind has ever ivitnessed. 
Already from a land of puny and ever decreasing land-hold- 
ings with a distressingly primitive agricultural technique, 
Russia is rapidly becoming a land of large scale farms which 
neither the United States nor Canada nor the Argentine can 
rival, farms in which a highly advanced tiiough still incompe- 
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tendy executed method of tillage is croAvding out the ancient 
ways. 

It is not, however, the mechanics of fanning as much as 
the social transfiguration it forebodes that makes coUectiw- 
zation so spectacular a force in our age. The thatch-roofed 
villages which seem rooted in the Russian soil will be tom 
down and supplanted by mral townships more or less com- 
pletely socialized. The church will crumble. So, in its 
present form, ■^vill private property. The home, the in- 
dividualistic family, as we now know it, %vill be submerged 
in the new community. Other institutions which have been 
the sanctities of western civilization will collapse or undergo 
transmutations which will reduce them to mere skeletons 
of their former selves. Man, under the impetus of 
the new changes, is destined to acquire a body of motives, 
aims, relationships, which in time will make Russia an 
anomaly among the nations, a real Mars on earth. Limitless 
and fantastic are the social transmutations inherent in 
collectivization. 

Meanwhile, here is this peasant vwth his burden of torture 
and baffiement. He has so much, so very much, to think of 
and to get excited about and he cannot talk enough. His 
story is, in my judgment, the most momentous in Russia, 
and it is this story that I have sought to unfold here. 

I have travelled far and wide in villages to hear it from 
his own hps, for no writer hving can teU it as eloquently 
and as movingly as he. Then I journeyed to my native 
countryside,- in the mudlands of Central Russia. My own 
village there is made up of about a thousand souls, vvdth the 
older folk still overwhelmingly illiterate. It lies in a hinter- 
land away fi-om the railroad and still knows no telephone, 
no electricity and no telegraph. I know every house and 
every gateway in this village. Many of the men and women 
were once playmates of mine, and it was good to renew old 
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comradcfriips and to reminisce of the far away da's's when 
topcdicr we chased butterflies amd gatlicred cornflowers in 
tl'.e rye fields. I lingered in tlicir homes, in their fields and 
in other places where tliey were \vont to gather and listened 
eagerly to their e.\citcd talk. Once before, as I have related 
in BrcKri Ecrth, I had gone to tliis paart of tlie countn' in 
search of enlightenment, and it was there more titan in 
Mo'cow or in any other place in Russia that I gained the 
real feeling of the Revolution, its terror and agony, its 
power and grandeur. Similarly, this time it ts'as here more 
dian in any other part of tlic land that 1 saw the active 
drama of Russian collccti\ization. 

Xadya, of course, would scorn my method of approach. 
-\bsorbed in ‘socialist construction’ she would have no time 
.f?r the inner tumtoil of m.an or for anniiing but die perfec- 
tion of th.e social mcchaitism into which he is to fit his 
destiny. But to me, a mere bystander, tlic ordeal of tlic 
peasant confronted by this momentous parting of the \s-ays, 
and. the transfigurations lliat a\\a.it h.im in the new order, if 
it ever is rcadiacd, m.akc collcctiwration the most over- 
powering spectacle in the world. 



CHAPTER II 


THE GATHERING OF 
THE STORM 


Summer, 1929. 

Again I am on a pilgrimage to the \dllage of my birth, 
somewhere in the mudlands of Central Russia. Five years 
have passed since I last saw it, a brief enough period in the 
life of a man, even more so in that of a nation. But in 
present-day Russia, with the fires of Revolution ever aflame, 
kindling or burning up hope, courage, ambition, five years 
is a big span of time, an age, an epoch, that scorches its 
imprint on the soul of man and on the face of the land. 

Nature was kind to me this time. The weather was 
as if made for holidaying, bright skies, clear horizons, 
immense sunshine. At the market place of the town of S., 
my last railroad stop, I saw a number of peasants from my 
old village. They invited me to ride wth them, but remem- 
bering the rutty roads and the fierce jolting of peasant carts, 
I decided to walk the twenty-odd miles. 

Har\'^est was in full swing, and on all sides I heard the 
ripping strokes of sickles as they greedily cut swathes into the 
rye. Gorgeous rye it was, firm ears without a trace of rust. 
The tall stalks swayed gently in the flitting breezes or fell 
with a muffled swish at the stroke of the sickle. Not for a long 
time had the peasants known such an abundant harvest, 
nor was it of rye alone. Potatoes and oats had likewise 
attained luxurious gro%vth, and the patches of flax, with their 
puffy little stalks and their heads of shimmering blue, 
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peeping out between stretches of oats and potatoes like the 
eyes of mischievous cliildren, further attested to nature's 
bouptifulness. It was good to sec the earth so handsomely 
adorned with its own fruitage. 

I had no longer any blood tics in the village. The last 
of our family, a cousin, had moved to a collective farm the 
previous spring. I felt sad. Father, grandfather, other 
ancestors as far as I could trace tliem, lived, toiled and died 
there. For a long, long time our family had had its roots in 
the vet)' loam of the land, and now these were plucked up, 
scattered. Gone we were to all corners of tlic cartli - Europe, 
Asia, America - to live new lives and build new ivorlds out 
of tunc with the one out of which we had sprung. Yet 
memory, association, sympathy drew me close to the old 
place, as close as any bonds of blood ever could. I felt as 
though everyone in the village were still my kin. 

The nearer I drew to the old place, the greater was my 
excitement. With a gush of joy I recognized old scenes - the 
fields, the ponds, the swamps, the brushwood where as a 
boy I had scampered rvith other peasant children in search 
of blackberries, mushrooms, birds’ nests or the stray feathers 
of pasturing geese and ducks which our mothers prized so 
highly. They stuffed such feathers into the pillows and 
mattresses which became their daughters’ dowries. At last 
the village itself came into view. At first sight it appeared 
unchanged; everytliing seemed to be as it was five, or 
twenty-five, or perhaps a hundred years ago: there were the 
humpy barns with umbrella-like roofs of straw; stumpy log 
huts with their arrow-shaped straw roofs • overgrown in 
places with thick moss; brush fences cracking from dryness; 
towering sweeps over open wells, the butt ends of the cross- 
poles weighted down \vith stones and resting on the ground 
like dogs on their haunches; unpaved streets wth ditches in 
front of the houses to drain the waters after heavy rains and 
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spring thaws; swells and hoUows in the ground, with holes 
in which the mud never dried out . . . and the same surly 
dogs, only more of them, as ever leaping and barking 
furiously as if ready to devour passing strangers. 

But as I came closer to the village I paused, startled. At 
the edge of the swamp, where once flourished a thick forest 
which the peasant in the early days of the Revolution had 
vengefully hewed do^vn, there towered the shingled roof of 
a new bxiilding, the tallest and most massive in the village. 

I hurried thither, and from the inscription above the door I 
learned that it was a schoolhouse. It seemed imbelievable 
- yet the inscription glared at me in heavy letters. A huge 
building it seemed beside the muzhik* log huts. It had a 
spacious porch, large windows and folding doors all painted 
white, city fashion. To the average American, building a 
schoolhouse in a village of one hundred and eighty families 
may seem no more exciting an event than putting up a 
garage or porch or laying a new sidewalk. But for me, with 
my memories of the old village as it had been in the days 
of my youth, as it still was five years ago, the sight of this 
schoolhouse was a supreme adventme. In all the hundreds 
of years of its existence, the thousands of men and women 
who had lived and sweltered and died tliere had never 
known a schoolhouse. Few, very few of the muzhiks there had 
learned to read and write, or even to sign their names. 
Not one had ever subscribed to a newspaper. As a boy I 
earned barrels of apples and pumpkin seeds by signing papers' 
for peasants or writing letters for them. Never shall I forget 
that Sunday afternoon during the Russo-Japanese War 
when a stranger passing through our village collected sacks 
of rye and hay in return for reading to the people news of 
the war from journals that were months old. And now a 
schoolhouse reared its head above the village. Here it was 

• Peasant. 
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suddenly before me, like an apparition thrust up by the 
earth. 

I walked inside. Though it was vacation time and school 
had been dismissed for the summer, the Uvo classrooms were 
not empty. They had been turned into a nurscr)'. A nursery 
in this mud-encrusted, desolate \illagc! Thirty little wooden 
beds, ^nth %vhite sheets and •white pillo^v•s the like of which 
our peasants had never seen, stood in rows, and little boys and 
girls from one to four ^\'cre cra^vling or dashing about the 
room in play. Three nurses from a nearby to^^^l were in 
attendance. They spoke freely. It was the first year of the 
nursery, and happily it had survived all trials. At first the 
peasants were suspicious. ^Vas it a new trick of the So'vdets 
to mulct firesh IcNues out of them? Some of the more well-to- 
do muzhUts shook their heads in disdain. No good, they 
averred, could come from a nurseIy^ The poorer muzJiiks, 
chief beneficiaries of the enterprise, though they had been 
assured that the care of their children would not cost them 
a copeck, were like\sise sceptical. Then someone had loos- 
ened a rumour that in a neighbouring \dllage children were 
being staiv^ed in the nurseries: they were given only milk, 
vegetables and cereals instead of potato, sour milk, black 
bread, pork and cabbage soup, the usual fare of the peasant 
in these parts. Indeed, in that \dllage one fine morning the 
people had gone on strike, refusing to send their children to 
the niurser}’^ xmless the food were changed to conform to 
their dietetic notions. 

The mn-ses, as they narrated this incident, laughed, and 
so did I. Yet it was no laughing matter. I remembered our 
old neighbour. Ad ary a, who bore and buried thirteen 
children in as many years. Often she -would come to our 
house and sob her heart out to my mother over her ill'luck 
with children. \Vhen her blue-eyed Annushka died on the 
veiy^ evening which rounded out her first birthday, Adarya 
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was so mad with grief that she cried herself ill. And could I 
forget Matrena Kuzlik, once a noted beauty in the village, 
who at die age of thirty-five looked so drawn and withered 
that folks spoke of her as a baba.* On my first visit to the old 
home she chided me with jolly earnestness for not having 
brought from America, great miracle-working America, 
a medicine that would allay fevers and convulsions of child- 
ren, and save them from death. She had been married 
fifteen years, she told me, and had borne nine children, but 
only two had survived, and one of them was having fits 
and would, she feared, soon die. There was hardly a mother 
in the village \^ho was spared the agony of a child’s untimely 
death. They succumbed so easily, these peasant children, 
to the onslaught of smallpox, croup and all manner of fevers 
and spasms. It could not be otherwise so long as the people 
lived in ill-smelling, unventilated one-room huts and shared 
these with their pigs and chickens and calves. Other things 
contributed to infant mortality. Mothers, for example, 
seldom bathed their babies, and fed them, with unwashed 
fingers or through artificial nipples made of dirty linen, 
their own chewings of black bread and potato or the inevit- 
able kasha . And now, here was the nursery, these two sun- 
flooded rooms with the scrubbed floors, the thirty little 
beds, with these three bustling nurses and these crawling 
barefoot tots in clean clothing, each with hair trimmed, face 
washed, teeth brushed, and with all the toys he could wish. 

I sauntered on. On the very spot where our old home 
had stood since days immemorial was another new building, 
small but solidly built, with a thatched roof. It was the 
fire station. Suspended from a projecting beam in the roof 
hung a piece of rail on which the alarms were clanged. 
Inside there was nothing so imposing as an engine and the 
rest of the fire-fighting paraphernalia one finds in an 
* An old woman. t Gruel. 
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American fire station. A hose, a pump, ladders, half a 
dozen barrels filled \sitli water in two-wheeled carts and 
nothing else. Still, it would be more effective in fighting 
the fire - the ‘red cock,’ as the peasants call it - than mere 
pails of water, tlieir sole weapon heretofore. 

Only those who have seen a fire in a Russian village can 
appreciate what a holocaust it can be. I remembered so 
well the fires I had seen in my boyhood days, and shuddered 
as I recalled them. How terribly helpless ^vcrc these 
muzhiks in the face of tlic flames flitting from one thatched 
roof to another and devouring everytliing before them - 
houses, barns, woodpiles, trees, fences, and often cows and 
horses. If lightning struck a building, tliey believed tliat milk, 
not water, must be used to put out the fire. Once, in tlie seam- 
stress’s house, next to ours a girl was struck down and killed 
by lightning while she was being measured for her bridal 
dress. At about the same time, her betrothed, who was 
ploughing in the field, ^vas also struck down by lightning. 
The village was in an uproar. Surely this was no ordinary 
accident, but a visitation of some higher power. Meanwliile, 
from the house of the seamstress, which had caught fire, 
smoke and flames were puffing their way toward our house. 
But when some of tlie men fetched pails of water and poured 
them over the flames and over our roof, older folks howled 
with protest and prophesied that only ill luck could come 
from the use of water instead of milk. Luckily, just then the 
rain splashed down and put out the struggling flames. 

Nothing has been so ruinous to the Russian peasants 
throughout the ages as fires. Figures which I have before 
me show that did Russia suffered fifteen times as much 
damage by flames as did France during the same period, 
and twenty times as much as Germany. On an average, 
each village burned once every ten years. As recently as 
in the year 1925-26 there were more than one hundred 
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thousand fires in Russia, and of these over ninety per cent 
were in the villages. In the old days there was an endless 
procession of pogoreltsui - peasants who had lost their honaes 
through fire ~ who would make the rounds of villages 
begging for bread, for straw, for pieces of lumber with which 
to build new homes for themselves. 

A schoolhouse, a nursery, a fire station - all in five years! 
Surely these were marks of progress, or culture, as the 
Russians would say. The village, like a plant in moisture 
and sunlight, was pushing its way to a new growth. It made 
me feel happy. Five years ago, I heard only talk of impend- 
ing changes. Then youth alone cherished faith in the 
possibility of their realization, while the older folk shouted 
fiercely that there was only doom ahead for their village, 
for all Russia. And now the beginnings of a new life had 
flowered into being. I felt sure that this time I should hear 
only words of satisfaction, that the flood of bitterness which 
had inundated the muzhiks five years previously had ebbed 
low or had gone entirely. I felt sure, but still .... 

Walking along the meadow past the schoolhouse, I 
chanced to meet Sergey. He was pasturing a cow in the 
rich grass of the lowlands. His face had grown broader 
and thinner; his brush-like beard had visible streaks of grey, 
and his eyes had widened abnormally, as those of a man 
afflicted with illness and tribulation. He did not smile, 
as was his wont, when he greeted me. He was ominously 
solemn, and no sooner had he replied to my greetings than 
he launched into a lament. The worst day in his life was 
now upon him - trouble, trouble, trouble, and no way of 
escape. Wherever he turned he found himself checked, 
pushed back. A new policy in the villages - socialization 
of the land, the kolhoz - had I heard of it? 

Ah, what a state he had come to! In the early days 
of the Revolution the Soviets sought to crash him with taxes. 
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He had come to such a pass that at one time he thought of 
chopping down his fruit trees in order to escape tlie ruinous 
taxation. Then the So\dcts reversed tlicir position. As a 
good farmer, capable of becoming a source^ of culture in tlic 
village and serving as an example and stimulus to others to 
lift their households to a higher plane of productivity, his 
taxes were lessened and he was encouraged to make the most 
of his resources. He did. He had struck his stride. He was 
successful. He was attaining something, getting somewhere, 
and he was happy. Then the Soviets had gone back to their 
original policy, only more ruthlessly. And now, because 
he had recently engaged hired labour for the gathering of 
his rye, as he had always done, they labelled him zazhitochnj,* 
just a grade lower than a koolack,'] and levied on him a 
super-tax. Cows, horses, pigs, hens, every crop he raised, 
every tree in his orchard, every bee-hive he had, tliey taxed 
according to a new and crushing schedule. And he would not 
fool himself as to the purpose of this new attack. It was 
intended to stifle him. Campaigning for tlie kolhoz as they 
were, the Soviets wanted to rid the villages of tire more 
successful individual farmer. They did not want him side by 
side rvith the kolhozy, for fear he would be a menace to the 
latter. That was clear enough to him. But how could he 
join a kolhoz, he who was accustomed to do all his own plan- 
ning and thinking and everything! There had been talk of 
putting him out of his house and taking his land away from 
him. But he pleaded with the authorities and begged them 
to have mercy on him, and they finally agreed to allow him to 
remain on his own premises if he would pay die sum of 
one thousand roubles. That, then, was the reward he 
was offered for his lifelong efforts to make sometlring of 
himself and to prepare for the uncertainties and incapacities 
of old age. And what could he do now? He had thought 

* Well-to-do-man. t One of the richest members of the peasant class. 
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of painting his house, but even if he were to remain in it, 
he would not bother. They would point at him as at a 
landlord. He was not even mending his fences any more. 
Once he had five cows, now he had only three; in the autumn 
he would sell one more. Once he owned three horses; now 
he kept only one, and he would never have more - what the 
devil was the use, if the political axe was swung down on 
him every time he made a step forward? The individual did 
not count. Like an insect he was to be stepped upon and 
crashed. . . . 

A pig had strayed into the path of the pasturing cow and 
she fled in panic, bellowing frantically. He started after her, 
and with the help of his dog drove her back to his own land. 
He approached me again panting heavily and sweating. 
Removing his hat, he wiped the sweat with his hand and I 
noted a patch of baldness on the top of his head. His fore- 
head was closely lined by deep dirt-filled wrinkles; his 
eyes, deeply sunken, made his broad nose appear enormously 
like a clown’s. He looked beaten. I said nothing, but he 
divined my thoughts and added: ‘Yes, I have grown old 
in five years. ... If you come five years hence, I’ll be a 
tottering old man, or else dead. Maybe it would be better 
if I were dead . . . My children are young and they may be 
able to work into the new system. I do not know. ... It 
may be a good system, too. Perhaps people will be happier 
in a kolhoz than they are now as individual farmers - perhaps. 
But I am too old to change. God! - ’ He turned away chok- 
ing with sobs. In a moment he recovered and apologized 
for giving vent to his feelings. ‘Gome on Sunday anyway 
and taste some of my new honey.’ 

I walked on. From the distance I heard someone hailing 
me. I turned, and saw running toward me a little man 
wearing a huge cap, his bushy beard flowing over his breast. 
It was Yekim Lavrentin. ‘Ah,’ he spoke as he shook my 
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hand heartily, ‘countr)TTian of ours, it is so good you came! 
Have you seen our Ivliron in America? jVf/, Miron, the very' 
one ^\ith whom you once killed a little animal in your 
fatlier’s cellar — Do you remember? Yes, he has been in 
America a long, long time, since before the ^\'a^, and, 
countryman dear, tire otlier day we got a letter sa>’ing that he 
killed himself. Just imagine! The de\il only knows what had 
possessed Irim. And think of it - over a woman, yes, a 
woman! He was living in a place called Mcetchigan. He 
and a friend of his had a room together in a private home, 
and both of them fell in love rsith tlieir landlady. But she 
^v^s married and had a husband and children. So Miron 
could not stand it, and blew out his brains. Over a rs'oman! 
-’WTrat a fool! If he had come here r\ith Iris American 
dollars and his American clothes and Iris American waTO, he 
could have married the finest girl in this village or in any 
round here. . . . Air, what fools some people can be!’ 

I went r\ith him to his home, a drooping hovel rvitlr a mud 
floor and umvashed "windows, some of tlrem ratlrout glass 
and stuffed r\itlr flax husks. The huge coarse table rvas 
laden rsith cucumbers, bread, empty wooden dishes, spoons, 
round rvhich flocks of flies buzzed \iciously. His r\ife came 
in "with a pail of firesh milk. She strained it into two earthen 
jars, one of which she set on the table. Fetching a glass, she 
inrited me to help myself to milk. Yekim hurried out to the 
cupboard and returned \sdth a platter of butter. Placing it 
beside me and pushing tire bread my way, he insisted that I 
partake of their meagre ugoshlshejvye* - meagre, indeed, when 
in Moscow butter and milk -were rationed and could be 
obtained only by long rvaiting in endless queues! A poor 
man this Yekim was, but butter and milk he had in greater 
abrmdance than any man that I kne"w in Moscow. 

Eagerly Yekim and his r\ife proceeded to relate the gossip 
♦ Food and drink offered to guests. 
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of the village - so and so was married, so and so had died, so 
and so was beating his wife, so and so was threatening to 
leave her husband. Women were growing worldly - some 
of them were even talking of going to the hospital in the city 
for abortions. They did not want to have many children 
any more! What was the use, they said, with babies dying 
so fast? But perhaps the nursery would change things; all 
were now hoping it would, though at first a lot of folks did 
not think much of it. There had been a murder in the 
village for the first time in ages -only last winter, too! 
Early one evening Amelko Hrinuk had been visiting in the 
home of an acquaintance, and as he sat there talking, an 
unseen person fired at him through the window and shot 
him dead. The whole town was in an uproar, yet at heart 
people were glad, because Amelko was a ruffian. He had 
organized a secret band which plundered the neighbouring 
villages. He had disgraced the name of the community, 
for our people had always been honest. Now all was well 
enough in the village except for this kolhoz- All but the 
young folks were afraid of it, even the bedniaks* in spite of 
all the promises made to them. Some of them were signing 
up; they almost had to; but their hearts were not in it. What 
did I think of it? Were there kolhozy in America? No? Ah, 
then perhaps they were not a good thing, because if they 
were, America would have had them, wouldn’t she? 
America had the best of everything. JVw, what could a dull, 
dirty muzhik know? He had no mind for anything big or 
new, and this Revolution with its kolho^ and other was 
compelling him to think, think, think, until he had no brains 
left for anything else. 

Neighbours had begun to gather. They had heard of 
my arrival, and they stepped in on their way home from the 
fields, sickles on their shoulders, wooden water-buckets on 
* Poorest of the peasants. 
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their backs. They were bursting wth eagerness to talk - 
and their chief topic was the kolhoz^ 

‘There ^vas a time, my dear,’ began Lukyan, ^sho had 
been a blacksmith, and ^vho, despite liis seventy-odd years, 
was upright as a young bircli and possessed a licad of hair 
that a man of tliirty might env)', ‘there was a time \vlien ^ve 
were just neighbours in tliis ^^llage. AVe quarrelled, we 
fooled, sometimes \ve cheated one another. But ^^•e ^\•erc 
neighbours. Noav 'wc are hedniaks, scredniaks,* kooladcs. I 
am, a seredniak, Boris here is a bedniak, and Nisko is a koolack, 
and ^ve are supposed to have a class war - pull each otlicr’s 
hair or tickle each otlicr on tlie toes, eh? One against tlic 
otlier, you understand? ^\^lat the dc\dl!’ And he shrugged 
his shoulders as tliough to emphasize his bewilderment at 
tlie fresh social cleavage. To him tlic launching of the class 
war in his \illage \vas an artificially made affair. 

‘They call me a bedniak' broke in tliick-lippcd, freckled 
Boris Kotlo\'y, ‘and tliere probably is no bigger hedniak 
in tlie -whole of Russia than I am. But think of it: in the old 
da\^ I w'ould pay my five or seven roubles in taxes, and I 
\vould be let alone; not even a dog would look into my 
private yard. And no^v I pay no taxes at all, thank you, but 
I am constantly pestered by this and that - insurance for 
co^v, instnrance for horse, insurance for house, insurance for 
crops. Soon they will be asking insurance for my lapti or 
for my toe-nails.’ 

‘In this thing, brother Boris,’ interposed another flat- 
faced muzhik, ‘you are indeed Avrong. Insurance is not 
bad. . , .’ 

‘\Vho says it is bad?’ interrupted Boris. ‘Only why should 
I have to pay for it?’ Laughter greeted his ^vords. But he 
•was in earnest. No peasant, still less a bedniak, ever likes to 

• So-called ‘middle’ peasants, on an economic plane midway between 
that of the hedniak and die koolack. 
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meet a cash obligation, regardless of the worthiness of its 
purpose. 

‘But it is other things that worry us,’ continued the flat- 
faced muzhik as though unconscious of the interruption, 
‘it is this kolhoz- That, citizen, is a serious matter -the 
most serious we have ever encountered. Who ever heard 
of such a thing - to give up our land and our cows and our 
horses and our tools and our farm buildings, to work all 
the time and divide everything with others? Nowadays 
members of the same family get in each other’s way and 
quarrel and fight, and here we, strangers, are supposed to 
be like one family. Can we - dull-witted muzhiks - make 
it “go” without scratching each other’s faces, pulling each 
other’s hair or hurling stones at one another?’ 

‘And the worst of it is that it is not for just a certain 
length of time, but for ever,’ remarked another man. ‘A 
soldier may not like to live in barracks with other soldiers, 
but he knows that it is temporary. In the kolhoz, citizen, it 
means barracks for life. Only death will rescue us from it.’ 

‘What is the use of talking,’ commented a fat-chinned 
woman, dolefully shaking her head, ‘we are lost now, by Jove 
we are; the harder we work the more plague we have on 
our hearts.’ 

‘We won’t even be sure,’ someone else continued the 
lament, ‘of having enough bread to eat. Now, however 
poor we may be, we have our own rye and our own potatoes 
and our own cucumbers and our own milk. We know we 
won’t starve. But in the kolhoz, no more potatoes of our own, 
no more anything of our own. Everything will be rationed 
out by orders; we shall be Hke mere batraks* on the landlord’s 
estates in the old days. Serfdom — that is what it is — and 
who wants to be a serf?’ 

Wes, and some woman will have ten children and %vill 


c 


• Hired help, 
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get milk for all of them; another will have only one child 
and will get milk for only one, and both will be doing the 
same work. Where is the justice? Ha!’ 

‘We older folk,’ protested a bewhiskered old man 
leaning on a heavy staff, ‘might as well tie a noose around 
our necks and bid the world good-bye; the young scalawags 
will tread all over us. It is bad enough even now while 
we are still masters of our households and our hands yet 
hold the reins. But in a kolhoz, the young scoundrels will 
put bits into our moutlis as though we were horses and steer 
us around to suit themselves - cursed youth!’ • 

‘Ignorant beasts we may be,’ wailed another muzhik 
in the hopeless tone which is so habitual to the peasant 
whether in real or imaginary distress. ‘We are not learned; 
we are not wise. But a little self-respect we have, and we 
like the feeling of independence. To-day we feel like working, 
and we work; to-morrow we feel like lying down, and we 
lie down; the next day we feel like going to town, and we 
go to town. We do as we please. But in the kolhoz, brother, 
it is do-as-you-are-told, like a horse - go this way and that, 
and don’t dare turn off the road or you get it hard, a stroke or 
two of the whip on bare flesh. . . . We’ll just wither away 
on the socialist farm, like grass torn out by the roots.’ 

‘Ruffians and loafers,’ continued still another peasant, 
‘might readily join a kolhoz- What have they to lose? But 
decent people? Their hearts bleed when they see weeds in a 
field, a leak in a roof. They are khoziayeva, masters, with an 
eye for order, for results. But what could they say in a 
kolhoz? What could they do except carry out the orders of 
someone else? That’s the way I look at it.’ 

‘jVw,’* remonstrated a little man whose cap was pulled 
down over his ears and who was smoking a pipe shiny with 
grease, ‘there is no use in maldng the thing look so very 

* Well. 
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black. After all, we are not mere cattle.' We' have not got 
much culture, and we are backward, but we are not without 
sense. I can only speak for myself. If there were only an 
example of how a kolhoz works, so that we could see \vith our 
eyes what is what, we wouldn’t be so afraid, none of us. . . . 
Perhaps it is the best thing for us - who knows? But we sit 
here in this quiet Utde village, go nowhere, see nothing and 
know nothing, and here they come with this kolhoz so new 
and so different from anything we have ever heard of, 
and what shall we do? We are just afraid, that’s what we 
are, aU of ps.’ 

‘It wouldn’t be so bad if they would only put three or four 
Jews in with us. We don’t know how to run big things, but 
Jews are clever, they might make a success of it,’ suggested 
an old muzhik in a sheepskin hat and a huge hnen shirt that 
hung down to his knees. 

‘But supposing there is a war,’ broke in the fat chinned 
woman again, ‘have you thought of that?’ 

They stared at one another and at me, transfixed with 
anxiety. 

‘Do you think there wiU be a war?’ The little man turned 
to me. 

‘Why are they shouting so much about it if there isn’t 
going to be any?’ someone speculated. 

‘Yes, why? Why?’ several others repeated almost in 
unison. 

‘And if there is a war, and the invaders come and find us 
living on a kolhoz, they wiU say we are Communists and they 
wiU cut our throats.’ 

‘The Poles will do that anyway.’ 

‘They will, they wiU. Oh, how they will!’ 

How revealing these open-hearted words of theirs were! 
Earnest, simple-minded folk, utterly devoid of a sense of 
worldhness, or of a spirit of adventure; they were actuated 

35 



RED BREAD 

solely by the elementary urge of mere self-preservation. 
The Revolution had shaken them mightily, but it had failed 
to implant in them either the imagination or the social 
audacity which would have enabled them to welcome the 
proposed innovation. 'They were afraid to break away from 
their old fastnesses lest the very earth under them give way 
and they tumble into an ugly void. 

‘But,’ I said, ‘is the Soviet actually compelling you to join 
the kolhoz?’ 

‘No, no, no,’ several voices responded. That, of course, 
was in the summer of 1929, before the so-called ‘Great 
Break.’ 

‘But it might as well,’ answered Boris the bedniak. ‘They 
have given me no peace of mind since they started the 
campaign here.’ 

‘They make it so hard if we don’t join,’ commented the 
old man with the long tunic, ‘that in the end we’ll have to 
join anyway.’ 

Another muzhik spoke slowly and thoughtfully, as though 
he were musing aloud: ‘Ah, if only we had any assurance 
that their promises would be fulfilled, that we could really 
get ^ the things they say the kolhoz will give us. ... I 
wouldn’t hesitate a minute, I wouldn’t, even if it is something 
new and different from what we have been used to.’ 

At this point a new visitor arrived, a tall youth, in boots, 
in a black blouse and with a shaved head. I had never seen 
him before. At his appearance the muzhiks began to move 
about restlessly, though they repKed to his greeting with 
promptness and cordiality. 

*Here he is, one of the older men began, ‘our peace- 
wrecker.’ 

‘Peace-maker, grandfather,’ the youth shot back good- 
naturedly. 

Several men burst into sardonic laughter. But the youth 
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paid no heed to them. A stranger in the village, he was the 
organizer of the kolhoz, therefore a person of stem import- 
ance. 

T suppose they have been shedding tears about the kolhoz,^ 
he said to me, and addressing the crowd he continued, Tf 
you have any more tears to shed, you had better not stop 
now or you’ll lie awake all night. Like babies they are,’ 
he turned to me again, ‘they never can fall asleep unless 
they have had a good cry; and now that you are here - an 
American - they will be sobbing their hearts out to you all 
the time. Oh, how they love to sob - ’ 

‘What wordd you expect us to do - dance a jig over the 
ruination you are planning for us, ha?’ remarked a stem- 
eyed muzhik who had not said much all the evening, but who 
was continually puffing at a pipe which had long since gone 
out. 

‘Nothing of the sort, no; only it is about time you realized 
how simple-minded you are.’ 

‘That, tovarishtch,^* a woman broke in angrily, ‘we know 
without your reminding us. You had better tell us why you 
want to take the bread away from us.’ 

‘Ingrate, you,’ sneered Boris the bedniak, ‘you ought to 
know that he does not want to snatch the bread out of our 
mouths. He wants to feed us on roast pig for breakfast every 
morning.’ 

‘And why not?’ fired back the agitator, ‘must capitalists 
alone eat roast pig? It won’t hurt you if you, too, taste it 
once in a while.’ 

Laughter, loud and derisive, greeted his words. 

*¥00 ddn’t believe it possible,’ continued the agitator, 
unperturbed. 

‘Who said we don’t?’ sneered the old man with the long 
shirt. ‘It must be possible since you Communists are saying t 

• ‘Comrade,’ common form of salutation in Soviet Russia. 
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it. When we have tlie kolhoz we shall have a real heaven on 
earth! No wonder you are against the priests. You don’t 
want to wait for a heaven in the hereafter. Our habas will 
be wearing silks and diamonds, and maybe we shall have 
servants bringing us tea and pastry to our beds. Haw, haw, 
haw! I served once as a lackey in a landlord’s household. 
I know how rich people live.’ 

‘Everything is possible, grandfather, if we all pool our 
resources and our powers together,’ replied the visitor. 

More laughter and more derisive comment. 

‘You Communists are good at making promises. If you 
would only be half as good at fulfilling them.’ 

‘What promises have we failed to fulfil?’ 

‘Ail, all of them,’ a number of voices exclaimed. 

‘jVw, be reasonable, citizens. There is a limit to jesting.’ 

‘Well, you have promised us a world revolution. Where 
is it?’ 

‘Yes, where, where?’ 

‘The German workmen were going to send us textiles.’ 

‘The American workmen were going to send us machines.’ 

‘From every country workmen were going to send us 
things - that’s what you’ve been promising us.’ 

‘A'M, people, stop talking nonsense,’ shouted someone 
in the back of the room, ‘this world revolution’s got stuck 
in the mud on our Russian roads.’ 

A howl of laughter broke loose in which the agitator him- 
self joined. 

‘It will come yet, this revolution,’ he said after the roar 
had subsided. 

‘Like the devil it will! Other people have more brains 
than we have.’ 

The agitator remained calm — one has to be when one is 
among peasants who never hesitate to be frank and cmel 
in their speech. Counter-revolutionary as this thrust was, 
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the agitator took no occasion to reprimand the speaker. 
It would have done him no good if he had, ' and might 
only have evoked further and more rabid thrusts. But he 
was beginning to show signs of restlessness. He shifted 
about and began absent-mindedly to thump the table with 
his fingers. 

‘Be patient and the revolution will come yet. The 
bourgeoisie the world over will get it in the neck. Wait. 
But now let us be sensible. For the twentieth time I am 
telling you that the kolhoz is your only salvation. There is 
no other for you. Why won’t you be reasonable? Think, be 
sensible. . . .’ 

‘You be sensible,’ someone countered. 

‘Yes, you, you!’ a host of voices continued. 

‘I am; we social workers always are.’ 

‘So are our cows — they always know enough to bellow 
when they are hungry and thirsty.’ 

Again laughter. 

‘Let me talk for awhile, let me say something . . . .’ 

‘Let him, let him, our saviour!’ 

‘Saviour, saviour!’ again a chorus of voices jibed gleefully. 

‘Tell me, you wretched people, what hope is there for 
you if you remain on individual pieces of land? Think, and 
don’t interrupt. Let us discuss it openly and let the American 
countryman of yours decide for himself. From year to year 
as you increase in population you divide and subdivide 
your strips of land. You cannot even use machinery on 
your land because no machine man ever made could stand 
the rough ridges that the strip system creates. You will have 
to work in your own old way and stew in your old misery. 
Don’t you see that under your present system there is 
nothing ahead of you but ruin and starvation?’ 

‘We never starved before you wise men of the Party 
appeared here.’ 
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‘You came near to starving - why lie? - you bedniaks 
especially. Remember your yesterday. You are just too 
simple to see the good that we have in store for you. I want 
this American friend to see you 'as I see you, as you really 
are, as you never want to see yourselves. You do not think 
of a future, of ten, twenty, a hundred years from now; and 
we do. That’s the difference between you and us. The 
coming generations mean nothing to you. Else you would 
see a real deliverance in the kolhoz, where you will work with 
machinery in a modern organized way, with the best seeds 
obtainable and under the direction of experts. You accuse 
us of making false promises. Let us see. And please do not 
interrupt and do not giggle - hear me, all.’ 

He stepped forward, unbuttoned the collar of his blouse, 
and wiped the sweat from his face and neck. ‘What did you 
say five years ago when the Soviets offered you a landlord’s 
home for a schoolhouse if you would only move it to the 
village? You called mass meeting after mass meeting and 
you voted down the proposition. I do not belong to your 
village, but I know your condition, I worked on the school 
board. You said, “Let the Soviets move the building at their 
own expense,” Well, you lost that building, and only last 
year you got a schoolhouse; and have you forgotten how 
we of the Party and of the Soviet had to work to squeeze 
out of you through the voluntary tax your share of the 
cost of the schoolhouse? And now? Aren’t you glad your 
children can attend school? Haven’t you yourselves said 
that the schoolhouse is a blessing because in winter children 
can develop their minds and acquire real culture, instead of 
loafing around in the streets and becoming little savages? 
Tell me, were we wrong when we urged this schoolhouse 
on you — yes, and insulted and denounced you because you 
wouldn’t meet us halfway on the project of building it? 
Were we wrong when we urged you to build a fire station? 
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Were we wrong when we urged you to lay decent bridges 
across your stream in the swamp? Were we wrong when we 
threatened to fine you if you didn’t take home two loads of 
peat to mix with the bedding for your stock so as to have 
good fertilizer for your fields? Were we wrong when we 
urged you to subscribe to newspapers? Were we wrong when 
we urged you to join the co-operative where you can get 
goods - ’ 

‘There isn’t any,’ someone interrupted. 

‘JVuj’ retorted the agitator, ‘don’t be siUy. You mean 
there is not everything you want?’ 

‘There is not even tobacco paper any more,’ someone 
shouted. 

‘If there is none now, there wiU be some in a day or two,’ 
continued the agitator, ‘don’t expect everything at once. 
Yesterday there was cigarette paper, I myself got a packet. 
To-morrow there may be some more. But everything you 
get at the co-operative costs you one-half or one-third of 
what it would in the open market. Isn’t that something? 
Everything we proposed you opposed. You always knew so 
much more than we did. You thought yourselves so all- wise, 
you ignorant creatures. You swore and cursed and threat- 
ened vengeance, but yet the bridges are laid across the river, 
the roads are mended so they are passable after a rain in the 
spring, the schooUiouse is built, the co-operative is supplying 
you with necessaries — some promises we have fulfilled.’ 

‘The kolhoz is different,’ shouted the old man. 

‘So you said about everything we proposed,’ the agitator 
shot back impatiently. ‘Different? Of comse it is different. 
If we didn’t believe in making things different, we never 
would have overthrown the Czar and the capitalists and the 
pomieshtchiks* and we wouldn’t have worked otirselves to 
exhaustion arguing and quarrelling and fighting mth you. 

• Landlords. 
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Different? Of course; but better. Don’t you see? Isn’t it 
about time you stopped thinking each one for himself, 
for his own piggish hide? You koolacks of course \vill never 
become reconciled to a new order. You love to fatten on 
other people’s blood. But we know how to deal mth you. 
We’ll wipe you off the face of the earth, even as we have tlie 
capitalists in the city. Make no mistake about our intentions 
and our powers. We shan’t allow you to profit from the 
weakness of the hedniak. And we shan’t allow you to poison 
his mind, either! Enough. But the others here - you 
bedniaks and you seredniaks - what have you gained from tliis 
stiff-necked individualism of yours? What? Look at your- 
selves, at your home - mud, squalor, fleas, bedbugs, cock- 
roaches, lapii. Are you sorry to let these go? Oh, we know 
you muzhiks - too well - we who are ourselves muzhiks. 
You can make strangers believe tliat we are cutting you to 
pieces with axes. You can whine eloquently and pitifully. 
Yes, you are past-masters in the art of shedding tears; you 
have done it for so many hundreds of years. You may fool a 
visitor like this countryman of yours from America. But we 
know you - you cannot fool us. We have grown hardened 
to your wails. Remember that. Cry all you want to, curse 
all you want to. You won’t hurt us, and I warn you that 
we shan’t desist. We shall continue our campaign for the 
kolhozy until we have won our goal and made you free citizens 
in a free land.’ 

Late in the evening we dispersed. I went home with 
an old friend, to sleep in his hay-barn. There in the darkness 
I saw before me again the excited faces in Yekim’s house 
and heard those vehement voices. What doubt, what indig- 
nation, what forlornness! I recalled the peasant meetings 
in the village five years previous. Then the muzhiks had 
complained of a shortage of salt, kerosene, dry goods, 
leather, soap. Women were heartbroken at the collapse of 
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religion, and bewailed the self-assertiveness of children, 
especially of their sons. The mere mention of taxes brought 
forth howls of wrath. Now, in 1929, salt was plentiful and 
cheap; soap also was available, and kerosene. Dry goods and 
leather were scarce; cigarette paper was lacking - but they 
had evidently become used to that. As for taxes; one-third 
of them paid none at aU, and the others - with the exception 
of Sergey and about five men like him who were considered 
well-to-do — were not overburdened with them. The 
women no longer seemed worried over the coUapse of religion. 
Not one of them had mentioned it throughout the entire 
evening. 

Of course they wanted a better life; but what assurance, 
other than the word of this young and implacably deter- 
mined agitator, had they that the kolhoz would offer it to 
them? These peasants never believed in anybody’s words; 
they had always mistrusted the whole world. None of them 
had ever bought even a bulka in the bazaar without first 
picking up the white roll and feehng it to make sure that, 
it was not hollow inside; they never bought a scythe or a 
sickle without eyeing it carefully from every angle, feehng 
it with their hard hands, striking it against their boots, 
snapping their fingers on it and hstening to the resulting 
sound, or even biting upon it with their teeth in order to 
make sure that they were not being fooled by the metal. 
And now they were to give up their individual land, their 
horses, their cows, their farm buildings - the things that had 
given them bread, protection against starvation, the very 
security they needed to hold body and soul together - aU 
on the mere promise of a youthful agitator that this would 
enrich their lives! True, th6y could remain on their o^vn 
pieces of land; as yet there was no effort to push them into 
the kolhoz against their will. But they realized that they 
would not be favoured. They saw what had happened to 
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THE SPIRIT OF SUNDAY 

Like farmers the world over, Russian peasants rise later on 
Sunday than they do on weekdays. On that day even the 
nochlezhniki, the boys and girls who ride their horses to pasture 
return not before but after sunrise. The only exceptions are 
the women who milk the cows and the cowherds who drive 
them out for the day. Cows must begin feeding early, 
before sun and flies ruin their appetites. 

On Sunday all life in a Russian village, like water in a 
river after the spring thaw, spiUs into the open, with ripples 
and roars of excitement. Nowhere is there a trace of the 
tranquillity that broods over the Protestant Sabbath. Mass 
meetings, debates, lectures, games, dances, singing, 
quarrels, drinking bouts, flst-fights, enliven the day. Of 
all affairs the stranger is welcome as an onlooker and even 
more as a participant. Doors are never and nowhere shut, 
for nothing is private in a Russian village; neither sorrow, 
nor joy, neither shame nor glory. Life inside and outside 
unfolds before the onlookers like petals before sunlight. 

The sun was already high in the sky when my host came 
into the barn and roused me out of the firesh hay in which 
I had been sleeping. He apologized for waking me, but I 
knew' that he and his wife had long finished their odd jobs 
. and were too hungry to wait longer for breakfast. A distinctive 
couple they were, detached from the surrounding turmoil, 
absorbed more in their individual selves than in the social 
tempest that was blowing about them. Some years ago they 
bad been converted to the Baptist faith, and piously they 
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fulfilled the tenets of this faith as propagated in Russia. 
They never smoked and never allowed anyone to draw 
a breath of tobacco in their house. No liquor ever passed 
their lips or their threshold. They eschewed all violence, 
never even quarrelled Avith their neighbours. They never 
sat down to a meal without pronouncing a benediction, 
and their speech was free from the scurrility that spices 
peasant talk. Their house was the cleanest in the village - 
the floor always scrubbed, tlic walls whitewashed, the win- 
dows wiped. No chickens strutted around their living room 
and no pigs ever tumbled in for feeding, as in other 
peasant homes. It was the only house in the village where 
one could sit down to a meal without being obliged to engage 
in a perpetual duel with flies. ‘When flies gather inside,’ 
explained my hostess, ‘we carry our food out, darken 
the room, open the doors, and they fly out’ - an effective 
method of attack, but one needing continuous repetition. 

Breakfast was on the table when I entered the house 
- boiled millet, griddle cakes, bacon, milk in a huge earthen 
jar, butter in a red earthen plate, and the inevitable 
cucumbers. As we were eating, neighbours began to 
dribble in, some with gifts for me - eggs, apples and honey. 
Ohe old man asked if I had newspapers to give away - not 
to read but to use for cigarette paper. Young women 
inquired whether I had seen their husbands in America. 
They had been there a long time and had stopped ^vriting 
letters or sending money. When I replied that I had never 
seen them they burst into tirades, ‘All plagues in the world 
on them,’ cried one. ‘If only someone in America would cut 
them to pieces with an axe,’ fumed another. ‘Or bring them 
back to us in chains, so we could lash them well and 
properly wth stout leather whips,’ still another shouted. 
A delegation of young people came to invite me to give 
a report at a meeting on conditions in America, They 
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told me that everyone was eager to hear about the latest 
developments in American rural Me, the new machinery 
in use, new crops grown, programmes of social welfare 
and, of course, collective farming. They were obviously 
puzzled when I told them that collective farming in the 
Russian manner was unknown in America. 

While we were talking we heard the shouting of children 
in the street. We peered out of the window and beheld a 
spectacle that was in itself an eloquent commentary on the 
transforming powers of the Revolution. A group of boys 
and girls of school age were at play in a neighbouring yard. 
One boy had stuffed quantities of straw inside his clothes in 
order to look Hke a bourzhui, whom Russian caricatures and 
posters always portray as rolling in fat. This boy stationed 
himself near a tree at the head of a squad of his followers 
all armed with long sticks of birch wood. Opposite them 
another group of boys and girls, also armed with sticks, 
formed another party. Each party represented an army, 
one in the service of the bourgeoisie, the other in the service 
of the proletariat. The birch sticks were their guns. Each 
‘army’ led by its commander, marched round and round, 
until finally both armies halted and both commanders 
exclaimed, ‘Pali/’ (Shoot!) The ‘soldiers’ lurched forward as 
if in attack. Thereupon the bourzhui commander toppled 
over with loud groans, and aU his soldiers fell ‘dead’ on 
top of him. 

I could not help thinking of the change in the form and 
spirit of children’s play in this village since my boyhood 
days. We, too, had used birch sticks, not for guns but for 
horses. The stouter and smoother the stick, the more finely 
mottled its bark, the more valuable a horse it was. We ran 
races, held fairs and ‘bought and sold horses,’ wrangling 
furiously like gypsies. We played games involving sheep, 
cows and wolves, games which derived from the every-day 
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experiences of our elders and from the folklore of our people. 
No element of social conflict, of political partisanship 
coloured anything we did, said, or thought. But now even 
the children in this far away village were so filled with the 
spirit of the class struggle that they joyously infused it into 
their everyday diversions; even in their play they divided 
mankind into two classes, bourzhuis and proletarians, the 
one a symbol of evil, the other a symbol of good. And in 
their homes, as in a fairy tale, the good always triumphed 
over the evil. 

After breakfast I strolled out into the street, and soon half 
the village had gathered around me. Astir with curiosity 
as never before in their history, these muzhiks would not miss 
an opportunity to hear news of the outside world. This 
time I led in the questioning, and, it being Sunday, I 
inquired if any of those present were going to church. They 
repHed with shakes of the head, mutterings of ‘nay, nay,’ 
and half-smothered sniggers. ‘They don’t even wear crosses •, 
any more, these countrymen of yours,’ volunteered old 
hunchbacked Adarya, who had once enjoyed the reputation 
of being the champion scold of the village. 

‘Ask her if she is wearing one herself,’ someone ex- 
claimed. 

I looked at Adarya with accusing eyes. 

‘Is this true?’ I asked. 

She shrugged her shoulders. ‘True and not true, that’s 
how it is.’ 

‘But, Adarya,’ I continued in amazement, ‘you? Do you 
remember how, five years ago when I was in your house on a 
Sunday, you picked up a stout piece of firewood and threat- 
ened to hit your husband on the head if he didn’t stop 
making fun of the ikons? What has happened, Adarya?’ 

The crowd roared with amusement, but Adarya, quite 
unembarrassed, explained: 
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‘You see it is a new world now; nothing is as it was. We 
have all been changing. But I am not like others, I don’t 
say there is no God. Maybe the atheists are right, and there 
is none. But maybe they are wrong, and there is, and He 
will punish sinners for their lack of faith. Do you see?’ 

‘Ekh, you shrewd hag,’ sneered a bearded muzhik who was 
standing beside me, ‘you don’t want to take any chances 
with your future, so you’re trying to stand in well with both 
God and the devil, A sharp baba! Fie!’ He spat violently 
in the direction of Adarya and walked off muttering curses 
on aU babas and atheists. 

Once on the subject of religion, I pressed for further 
information. Extraordinary were the changes that had 
come about during the last five years. Infidelity was 
sweeping the land like a fierce gale, uprooting aU obstruc- 
tions, The two little chapels that had once graced the 
gateway at either end of the village were now gone. On my 
previous visit they were already collapsing, for the muzhiks 
would not bother to repair them. Now they were no more. 
Boastfully the boys explained that one evening they got 
together and carried them off. ‘They were only an eyesore 
anyway,’ remarked a chubby lad with a flushed face and a 
squeaky voice. 

An eyesore! Imagine an ordinary muzhik boy speaking 
with such contempt of a chapel! Gone from him were all 
sense of blasphemy, aU feelings of reverence for the old 
faith. 

Even the women, the boys informed me, were now being 
shaken by doubt. For a time they had prophesied calamity 
after calamity - plague, drought, famine - if the unbelievers 
would not again turn their faces to God. But in the end they 
got tired of prophesying, for crops were good in spite of 
infidelity, aye, better than ever, this year’s rye promising 
the best crop they had had since the Revolution. The 
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younger women and girls, too, had made a complete face- 
about. Five- years before, even when they failed to attend 
church services regularly, they still clung to established 
church ceremonial. They would not marry a man unless 
he agreed to a church wedding. But during the last Trinity, 
only two months previous, out of the fourteen weddings in 
the village, only two were performed in church. The others 
were secular celebrations with food, drink, songs, speeches, 
but without a priest, without ikons, wthout the kissing of 
crosses. Two couples did not even register their marriage, 
but lived together in free love. At first people talked about 
it, but now nobody bothered. At the coming wedding season 
in October, it was doubtful whether any couple "would be 
married in church, the youths avowed. And as for funerals, 
the priests were steadily losing out there, too. More and 
more of the dead were being buried wthout a priest. It was 
cheaper, anyway. 

Set against the overflowing piety of the muzhik in the 
old days, this new condition strained one’s credulity. Yet 
among the crowds that had gathered round me and listened 
to these instances of waning faith there rose no voice of 
dissent, nor any manifestation of grief at the collapse of 
the ancient religion, 

I broke away from the crowd and started for the parish 
church several versts away. Were other villages succumbing 
as easily as this to the blandishments of infidelity? I wanted 
to know. It was a bright day, with glowing sun and cool 
breeze; the roads were dry and smooth. Peasant after 
peasant in straw-loaded cart was driving up and down, but 
not to church, I found it almost deserted. Only nine people 
were in attendance - five men, three women and a child; 
not a single young man or woman, though in pre-war days - 
and how well I remembered it! - there was never a Sunday, 
rain or shine, but the church and the vestibule and the 
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yard were packed with worshippers. A group of young 
people who had been standing on the porch of the club- 
house opposite the church followed me inside, evidently out 
of curiosity to see what a visiting American would do in a 
muzhik church. That it was only curiosity which impelled 
them to enter was clear from their manner. They did not 
make the sign of the cross, as does a believing person on 
passing the threshold of a house of worship. They walked 
in, stood about near the door and looked on with silent 
amusement. 

A sorry spectacle the church presented. It had obviously 
had no repairs for years. The ceiling was flecked %vith dry 
rain-spots; plaster was crumbling firom the walls; the floor 
was in places rotted through in great holes like evil eyes 
gaping out of the dark ground below; panes in tivo of the 
windows were broken, and the firame of one was falling apart. 
In the midst of this desolation the officiating priest in his 
r gorgeous raiment glowed like a bright star on a dark 
night. He was new to the parish. The old priest, whom I 
had known as a boy, famed for his kindness and humility, 
had died two years before. I did not know where the new 
priest had come from, but he was an impressive personage, 
tall, broad-chested, with red hair and a red beard growing 
only about the chin, and radiant \vith energy. In a gown 
of shimmering silver striped with gold, with a gilded cro\vn 
on his head, a gilded cross in one hand and a smoking 
incense container in the other, he paced majestically up 
and down the inner pulpit, chanting prayers \vith lusty 
and heroic fervour. That the house of worship was all but 
empty seemed not to disturb him. He was bent on his 
devotion, with heart full of ardoiir. The deacon’s rever- 
berating response, ‘Hospodi pomilui.^* seemed to be inspira- 
tion enough for him. Oblivious he seemed to the blasts of 

• ‘Lord have mercy.’ 
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enmity in the turbulent world outside. A lonely and a 
brave man! 

When I walked out of the church, the young people 
who had followed me in came out and bombarded me with 
questions. They wondered why I visited the church - 
surely I was an unbeliever like themselves, wasn’t I? 
Weren’t all men of culture unbelievers? Were Americans 
different? Really? Wasn’t I jesting? And America such 
a land of technic - machines - ^vitll her Ford, her Edison, 
her skyscrapers, her scientific magic, her modern miracles! 
No, Americans couldn’t possibly take religion seriously, and 
an awakening would come some day! 

I didn’t argue with these zealous crusaders for a godless 
world. I never do argue with Russian revolutionaries when 
the fundamental dogmas of their creed are in question. It 
is of no use. Yet the presence of such dogmatically minded 
atheists in a peasant village was a historic event which the 
wise and earnest believer will not dismiss with a mere gesture 
of contempt or levity. Irrefutable proof it is that the 
Orthodox Church, which only fifteen years ago held within 
its hand the spiritual ministration of more than one hundred 
million souls, is now a crumbling edifice, its foundations 
caving in so fast that one can almost see and hear the process 
of collapse. Will a miracle intervene and save it from 
annihilation? Miracles do happen - though not very 
often. . . . 

I went back to the village and arrived in time to witness 
an episode which could not have happened in any other 
land in the world, and which revealed a fresh facet of this 
ever flashing and ever swelling Russian drama. As a means 
of furthering the political awakening of the wotnen in the 
villages, visiting agitators sometimes called special mass 
meetings for women only. Such a meeting was now in 
progress. It was held, outdoors, directly in front of the 
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co-operative store. Not only women, but men^also, had 
gathered, the latter lingering on the fringe of the crowd and 
watching the proceedings with sly amusement. A visiting 
lecturer was explaining the advantages which women would 
reap from a kolhoz- They would have to bother hardly at all 
with their babies, he declared, for these would be cared for 
in well-equipped nurseries. They would not have to roast 
over ovens, for community kitchens would do all the cooking. 
They would no longer need to use their smoky kerosene 
lamps, for there would be electric Hghts. They would not 
have to bury themselves evenings in their httle homes, for 
there would be club-houses and parks with all manner of 
diversions for their entertainment. In short, the kolhoz 
would, according to his words, usher in a new redemption 
for the weary overworked muzhik women. 

When he had finished his lecture, the presiding woman, 
directed by another visitor, a Party man,* called for ques- 
tions and discussion. Not a word came in reply. Nobody 
seemed to have anything to say. Again the Party man 
prompted the chairman into calhng for expressions of 
opinion; again no response. He was baffled. What did it 
mean? Did they all agree with the lecturer? If they did not, 
why wouldn’t tliey state their objections? At last one woman 
summoned courage to speak, and there followed by a sudden 
explosion of voices, a babel of shouts. The Party man 
called for order. He insisted that only one person at a time 
should speak. Again he prompted the tragically inexperienced 
chairman to call for expressions of opinion; again there was 
silence. Then once more someone spoke up, only to be 
instantly overwhelmed by a fresh burst of shouts. The 
Party man became wrath. With a violent flourish of his 
arms he restored silence, and with stern earnestness he 
pleaded for orderly behaviour. But to no avail. Try as 

• Member of the Communist Party. 
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hard as they might, those impassioned women could not 
speak one at a time. No sooner would one of them begin 
saying something than all the others would follow suit 
until the air shook with their booming voices. After a few 
minutes of this disorder a humped old woman with a dusty 
kerchief on her head spat violently at the -whole gathering 
in the manner of muz^iiks when they arc displeased with 
something, and exclaimed: ‘Only pigs have come here; 
I might as well go home.’ 

The remark might have passed off without an aftermath 
had it not been for the new orator of the village who was an 
old playmate of mine, a man wth coal-black hair and 
gleaming eyes. He leaped forward, pushed through the 
crowd, mounted the bench on which sat the helpless chair- 
man, and loudly calling on the assemblage to quiet down, 
he began: 

‘Citizens, dear; dear citizens, women! Hear me, all of 
you! You have gathered here for a worthy purpose. New 
trials and new problems are facing you; a new life is begin- 
ning for you, for all of us. Never had we need to be so serious 
and so thoughtfol. Yet what do we see? What do we hear? 
One of our citizens, a poor woman, but one with a decided 
koolack quirk in her mind, has just called us pigs! Think of 
it -pigs! I ask you, citizens dear, to consider it: Are we 
pigs, or are we not? A serious matter this is. It made my 
heart bleed to hear such an expression coming from one of 
our own kind, and you cannot, you must not, continue 
this discussion until you answer my question - Are we pigs, 
or are we not? Answer! You who say we are pigs, raise 
your hands. Nobody? You who say we are not pigs? - 
Raise your hands! Good! It is well to be clear about such 
important matters. Now we know that we are serious- 
minded citizens of a free land, which ail the capitalists of 
the world are seeking to smash; and they will smash us if 
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we are so small-minded, so ^oo/af^-inclined, as to think of ' 
ourselves or of our neighbours as pigs or to tolerate anyone 
who says we are pigs. Remember that.’ 

He jumped down from the bench. Nobody laughed. 
Nobody protested. Nobody appeared offended. It seemed 
as proper a speech as a lecture on the kolhoz- Only the 
Party man glanced at me from the comer of his eyes and 
winked as though to say, ‘This may seem barbarous to you, 
but nichevo, we’ll learn better and at any rate here is some- 
thing to amuse you.’ 

The meeting continued, not without confusion, and as 
I stood there watching the proceedings I felt someone 
nudging my arm. ‘Father wants to know,’ said a clean- 
looking well-dressed youth, ‘if you will come up to the 
house and have a drink of milk.’ I followed the youth to 
his home. His father, an old acquaintance of mine, was one 
of the few so-called ‘well-to-do’ peasants in the village, 
though by no stretch of imagination could he have been 
called that in America, Germany, England or any other 
western land. He lived in a small house with a thatched 
roof, like any other muzhik. Though there were two rooms 
in this house he lived only in one; the other he rented to 
visiting surveyors. The only visible mark of well-being was 
the samovar standing on the ground in a corner, and so 
crusted with fly specks, soot and dust that it had lost not 
only its original lustre but even its yellow colour. The 
furniture was no better than that in any other peasant 
hut - a polati,* benches, a table, a crib suspended on ropes 
from the ceiling. Under the polari, beside the long trough in 
which tlie hogs were fed, lay a little pig stretched out at 
full length, heavily snoring. Chickens stmtted in and out 
of tlie room through the open doors. Fhes in swarms, in 
dark clouds, hovered about the oven, the samovar, the 
• A platform which servxs the purpose of a bed. 
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table, the dishes and the windows. But this man held 
eighteen dessiatins of land; occasionally he employed hired 
labour to help with the harvesting; and therefore he fell 
into the category of zo^Jiitschny, and was treated with neither 
ceremony nor mercy by the Soviets. 

He was no more than forty years of age, square-shouldered, 
with a face that was still unlined. He placed an earthen 
jug of milk before me, and a plate of cheese cakes fresh 
from the oven. He had sent for me, he said, because he 
wanted advice on a most serious subject. His son had 
graduated from the four-year school. He -was a bright lad 
and wished to continue studying. But the Soviets would not 
admit him to a higher school. They were gro\ving terribly 
strict about keeping children of muzhiks like himself out of 
the high schools and universities. In the market place he 
had heard of a man who had sent his elder son to the 
university. The boy was studying to be an engineer. He 
was a brilliant student, and his teachers prophesied a great 
foture for him. One day when he came to class he was 
told to pack up and go home - there was no place in the 
university for him, the son of a koolack! The boy begged, 
pleaded, assured the authorities that he had no notion of 
being a koolack, that his ambition was to serve the new society. 
But it was useless. They dismissed him for all his pleas. 
He was at home now, a wreck of a youth. Nobody would 
intercede in his behalf, neither the local Soviet, nor the 
Party, nor influential friends. It was always so with the 
son of a well-to-do man. Nobody cared for him. What 
could he, my old acquaintance, do about his Nikolai? Of 
course there was a way out. If he were to join the kolhoz he 
would regain all his rights and Nikolai would not be dis- 
criminated against. But he loathed the thought of submerg- 
ing himself in the kolhoz, and his wife was dead set against 
it. The very word kolhoz inflamed her to fury. She shud- 
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dered at the idea of mixing with other folk in her every-day 
work and of being told by others what she should and what 
she should not do. What was he to do? What would I 
advise him to do? 

Even as he was speaking his wife entered, a shrivelled 
woman with bright eyes and an animated face. She greeted 
me affably and laid before me the armful of ripe heads of 
poppy seeds that she had brought -with her. Her husband 
informed her of the subject of our conversation, and im- 
mediately she grew livid with rage. She would rather starve 
to death than live in a kolhoz, she aimounced vehemently. 

‘You silly baba,^ chided her husband, ‘how much worse 
could our life be in a kolhoz than it now is? Our black 
bread we’ll always have - surely that much even the worst 
kolhoz will offer its members; and at least we won’t be con- 
stantly hounded by officials, delegates, lecturers, investi- 
gators, agents. Party men and what not who come and tax 
and confiscate and don’t let us hold what we have.’ 

• ‘So, now you’re going over to the kolhoz^ raged the woman 
at the top of her voice. ‘Well, go - go now, if you want to! 
But I shan’t follow you. You can’t drag me there wth a 
pair of oxen. I’ll dig myself into the earth right here with 
my hands, my feet, my head, and I’ll die before I rise up 
to go to the kolhoz’ 

The doors and windows of the house were open, and the 
loud talking attracted outsiders who, in the informal maimer 
of Russian peasants, flocked inside. The mass meeting of 
the women, which was just across the way, was breaking up, 
and some of the people fi'om there were also coming in. 
Even the Party man turned up, serene, amused, ^vell-satisfied. 

‘See,’ he addressed me, ‘ivhat a powerful -thing this kolhoz 
is, how assiduously it is breaking up the old world.’ 

‘Yes, it is breaffing up everydiing,’ shouted the woman 
with disgust. i 
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‘Only to put it all together again,’ calmly responded the' 
Party man. 

‘You cannot put together a broken heart as you can a 
broken wagon,’ protested the woman, ‘and all you are doing 
is breaking people’s hearts. Fathers, mothers, husbands, 
wives, children - all are breaking away from each other, 
becoming enemies of one another, that’s what they are doing.’ 

‘Only to become friends again,’ continued the Party man, 
%vith his wonted calm and self-assurance. 'Xichevo, when 
there is no more exploitation in the world, there wiU be no 
more fights, no more feuds.’ 

‘But meanwhile,’ someone burst out, ‘you are sapping the 
very blood out of our veins.’ 

‘Only of those who themselves feed on the blood of 
others - of exploiters. Bloodsuckers must be destroyed.’ 

‘But listen, Fedya,’ began a stranger, a visitor evidently 
from some other village. ‘Where is your conscience? What 

did your crowd do to N in the village of K ? You 

treated him worse than a dog.’ 

‘We did,’ responded the Party man, ‘and rightly so.’ 

The stranger drew close to me, seized my arm as if intent 
on holding me in my place, and began; 

‘Listen to what has happened to N . He has twenty 

dessiatins of land, and he is as hard-working a muzhik as 
ever lived. No Party man will deny that. During the recent 
bread collections he hid away ten sacks of rye. When the 
greiin collector learned of it, he pounced on him like a wild 

beast. N didn’t really mean to cheat the government, 

but like all of us he was afraid that perhaps the amount left 
him by the agent wouldn’t be enough, or that there might 
be a poor crop the following year and he would need some 
reserves, so he hid ten sacks of rye in the back of his barn. 
A member of the committee of the poor had seen him do it 
and denounced him to the agent. Well, the agent 
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fiscated the hidden rye, the man’s best horse, his best cow, 
his best calf, a mowing machine, ten sheep, seventeen 
geese, and even the fiddle which the poor fellow had 
inherited from his grandfather. Not only that, but he was 
expelled from the village co-operative - not an ounce of 
salt, not a drop of kerosene, not an inch of dry goods can 
he buy there. Everything he needs he must obtain in open 
market, where the prices are from two to four times as much 
as in the co-operative. Even the forty roubles that he had 
paid down as a membership fee were forfeited. To complete 
his disgrace they put his name on the public blackboard. 
TeU me, what shall the rest of us do in the face of such 
cruelty?’ 

I waited for the Party man to say something, but he only 
smiled. He seemed unperturbed by the recital of this story. 
Clearly, he was a man beyond pity and forgiveness, and 
beyond repentance. 

Late in the aflernoon the young people were gathering 
for their weekly dance. Headed by the village orchestra, 
in which a drum now took the place of a tambourine, and 
an accordion, they marched to the farther end of the village 
where the ground was smoothest. I went along. Since the 
sun was still hot and the dust thick, some of the boys fetched 
pails of water and sprinkled the ground. As I watched the 
others waiting for the dance to begin I was impressed by the 
vast improvement in the dress of these peasant youths since 
my previous visit five years before. Not one, boy or girl, 
any longer wore lapti, the age-old bast sandals of the 
muzhik. Not one was barefooted. The boys wore finely 
made boots of soft leather, tlie girls’ feet were neat in factory- 
made shoes, their coarse hand-knit stockings replaced by 
machine- woven ones. Gone were the babyish caps which 
the girls used to wear. Now they sported kerchiefs - white. 


59 



RED BREAD 


red, green, blue, yellow - wrapped around their heads or 
resting on their shoulders. Finger rings, too - mostly of tin 
and brass - gleamed in the sun as hands moved one way or 
another, and handkerchiefs, previously unknown, were as 
common as boots and shoes. Some of the girls carried them 
wrapped around their hands; others pinned them inside 
their waists for safe keeping. Scarcely any -wore dresses of 
homespun fabrics, now considered inferior; cottons, satins, 
city fashion, replaced tlrem. Older folk might wail over 
high prices, liigh taxes, shortage of goods, but youth was 
moving omvard in spite of economic distress. It had dis- 
covered city styles, city tastes, city smartness - even perfumes 
and face powder, which the girls of my boyhood days had 
never kno^vn. What next, I wondered? 

The dance started. Couple after couple circled away 
to the tune of the sprightly music. They hopped and jigged, 
and whirled and swayed. They executed their steps with 
zest and gusto, like artists responding to the mood of 
creativeness. They radiated gladness. They surcharged the 
very air with animation. Seeing them giving themselves 
over with beautiful unconsciousness to the rapture of 
melody and motion, one forgot the wrath and the chaos 
of the Revolution. One remembered sorrow as a flitting 
phantom that vanished with its flight. One was conscious 
of something indestructibly lovable and noble, a freshness, 
an innocence, a gaiety, a health, a purity that is the very 
epitome of grandeur - man at his best in tune with the sun 
and tlie wind and the trees and all else that surrounds him. 
All the afternoon they danced, these hardy, unspoiled boys 
and girls. Again and again the ground had to be sprinkled, so 
quickly did the sun dry up tlie moisture. But save for brief 
pauses they kept on and on, changing partners, changing 
poses, flitting gaily along on a wave of ever heightening 
rapture. 
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Darkness was coming do^vn and the gatherings in the 
village broke up. Older people went home and retired, but 
youth had the night still ahead, with nochleg^ the pasturing 
of the horses, as a fitting climax to a day of revelry. Nochleg 
always was a part of the adventure of living to the village 
youth in this part of Russia. There, more than at dances, 
more even than at the spinning socials in winter, youth, in 
its irrepressible urge for romance and gaiety, claimed the 
world for itself. There nothing and nobody ever interfered 
TOth the flow of fun and play and good fellowship. In my 
years of sojourn in America my mind often went back to 
the adventures of youth, and always the thought of nochleg 
roused a swell of emotion. 

I went along. One of the boys furnished me a horse wth 
a hemp cloth for a saddle and my host offered me his 
immense sheepskin coat. I rode on with an army of boys 
and girls on horseback. The night was dark and ^vindless, 
wth a. heavy dew falling in a drizzle, but that did not 
damp the mood of the riders. They burst into song. The 
melodies were old, but the words and the themes of some 
of the songs were new in thought and sentiment, songs of 
battle, of triumph, of a world in which no priest, no god, no 
koolack, no capitalist, would rule or have a place. 

When we reached the pasture, some versts away, we 
tethered our horses and let them graze. Two. other villages 
were using the same pasture for nochleg, and their boys and 
girls were already on hand, running races, singing, \vrestling, 
making love, turning these boggy lowlands in spite of dark- 
ness and drizzle into a scene of unalloyed hilarity. Our 
boys and girls joined them and their screams and shouts 
and giggles only heightened the gaiety of the night. 

Then, breaking up into groups, we marched to a rise of 
ground on the bank of the river which flowed through the 
marshes. The grass was damp, but that did not matter; 
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our sheepskin coats held back tlie moisture and we felt 
comfortalDle enough sprawled on the ground. The first 
excitement was now over; laughter and chatter had sub- 
sided. Cautiously I broached the subject of the revolutionary 
innovations that were coming to the villages, to find the 
response of these youths in strong contrast to that of their 
elders. They showed no rancour, nor even disappointment; 
they prophesied no doom. They were amazingly good- 
humoured, and bantered back and forth about dowries, 
free love and the independence of women. Even the 
kolhoz did not appal them. They were not sure what it 
would do to them; it might improve life - organizers were 
promising them club-houses, parks, motion pictures, radios, 
even automobiles - but if these promises did not materialize, 
people could go back to individual landholdings, and there- 
fore they saw no reason for worry. They looked toward it 
expectantly. 

The night advanced. The dew grew heavier and heavier 
and chilled our faces. All around horses with tinkling bells 
were grazing on the coarse grass of the marshes. Now and 
then a colt, frightened by some sound or sight or merely 
in a spurt of exuberance, would break into shrill whinnying 
and bound wildly away. One by one the boys and girls 
wrapped themselves snugly in their sheepskin coats and 
went to sleep, with lovers in each other’s embrace. The 
night was still, with nowhere a sign of drudgery, of doubt, of 
conflict, of sorrow. 

Five years ago and now - What a stupendous revolution! 
A schoolhouse, a nursery, a fire station, handkerchiefs, 
boots, perfumes; powder and this oncoming kolhoz, with its 
roaring machines and its momentous changes in the relation- 
ships between man and man, man and woman, man and 
society, man and nature and above all, man and God! 
Yet the lowlands were the same as then, the brushwood as 
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THE COMING OF THE STORM 

Revolutions, like unruly winds, have whims of tlieir own 
and sliift tlieir courses with scarcely any warnings, I had 
hardly crossed the Russian frontier when information 
of a heightened socialist offensive began to trickle through 
in city and village. The Soviet newspapers which were 
reaching me bristled with news of it. Then on January 5th, 
1930, the Politbureau, the highest functioning body in the' 
Communist Party, drafted an epochal declaration, Stalin 
has spoken of 1930 as the ‘year of the Great Break.’ If there 
was nothing else but this declaration, the year would merit 
Stalin’s dramatic designation. The events that followed 
shook Russia as nothing else since the cessation of the civil 
war and the abrogation of military communism. So in- 
timately does this declaration concern the story of this book 
that I feel it necessary in this chapter to lay before the 
reader the circumstances which had brought it into being. 

Russian agriculture under the Soviet had reached an 
impasse. The chief causes of this impasse were parcelisation 
of the land, attacks on the prosperous peasant, and the 
prevailing financial and manufacturing difficulties. Each 
of these merits close scrutiny. 

With the increase of population and with the cultural 
awakening of the younger generation in the villages, especi- 
ally of the women, who, upon marriage, often objected to 
living with their husband’s family, as had been the custom 
in Russia, there began a continuous division and subdivision 
of land. Between 1917 and 1927 the number of individual 
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farms had leaped from seventeen million to twenty-seven 
million. This automatically removed from cultivation 
millions of acres which were taken up by the buildings and 
the yards of the new households, and by the ridges and the 
dead furrows which in Russia, in the absence of fences, 
have since days immemorial divided one strip of land from 
another. Nothing so impresses the visitor to rural Russia 
as these ridges and furrows which stretch snake-hke in every 
direction to the very horizon, and which, like a scourge, 
contaminate fields near by \vith noxious ^veeds. One scientist 
estimates that these Russian ‘fences’ take up 7 per cent of 
the land, and another reckons that their aggregate acreage, 
if properly tilled, would raise enough bread to supply the 
yearly need of half the total population of all Russian cities. 
A relic of feudalism, these wasted areas constituted a barrier 
to the advance of Russian agriculture. 

A further by-product of the incessant division and sub- 
division of the land was its diminishing productivity. Under 
conditions of Russian individual farming the owner of a 
small acreage could not afford to have a horse of his own, 
a good plough or any other modem machine; yet without 
tliese he could not hope to whip out of the land all that it 
had to offer. In 1928 there were eight million Russian 
farmers who found themselves in the toils of this inescapable 
dilemma - tliey could not raise the productivity of their 
lands unless they possessed themselves of horses and modem 
machinery, and their indi\ddual acreages were so small 
that they could not make the investments necessary to obtain 
these wthout a serious and perhaps a fatal drain on their 
capital funds. Besides, the more indi\adual o\vners there 
were on the land, especially when they cherished a deep 
dread of innovations, as do all Russian peasants, the more 
difficult it ^vas to •win them to new methods of tillage. 

The evils incident to these conditions could be overcome 
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through a system that would promote increasing instead 
of decreasing acreages. Large farms would eliminate the 
parasitic boundary ridges and dead furrows, and would 
make possible the purchase of machinery and other equip- ^ 
ment necessary to tlae introduction of modern methods of 
tillage. But under a system of individualistic control of the 
land the Soviets could not contemplate such a policy witliout 
scrapping the law forbidding the sale and penalizing the 
renting of land; and such a move would of course strike a 
death blow at the basic tenets of the Revolution, which 
demand the annihilation of private property. 

The war on the prosperous peasant only intensified the 
existing difficulties. It led to continuous and disastrous 
conflicts %vith the so-called koolack. Literally the word 
means a fist, and applies to a man who is supposed to gather 
material possessions into his own hands and hold them tight. 
Legally, a koolack is a man who indulges in some form of 
exploitation, employs hired help or derives an incomr 
from rent or interest or the operation of an agricultural or 
industrial machine. Actually, however, a koolack is a 
successful farmer as success is measured in Russia. He is a 
man who has lifted his household to a plane conspicuously 
above that of the average peasant. He has built up what 
Communists call a moshtshnoye khoziaistovo, a well-to-do 
household. In America the average Russian koolack would 
be a poor man, and even in Russia there is no permanent 
class of koolacks. They shift with their fortunes, which 
depend as much on themselves as on external conditions. 
All over the country there are koolacks who never had had 
any land until the Revolution gave it to them, and there 
are also bedniaks, poor men, who were once koolacks but 
who have been the victims of some catastrophe — a fire, 
a drought or an epidemic which killed off all or most of 
their stock. Usually the koolack is not the fat lazy barbarian 
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that he is pictured in Soviet motion pictures. A thrifty 
energetic man, sometimes miserly, he is no idler like tlie 
landlord of the old days who had all his \vork done by out- > 
side help. He is one of the hardest toiling people in Russia, 

* and so are his wife and children. 

But under existing conditions, ^vith tine basic aims of 
the Revolution always in the foreground of their thoughts, 
the revolutionary leaders could not consistently assume an 
attitude of leniency towards him. Regarding material accu- 
mulation as the chief menace to the Revolution, they could 
not fail to see in the prospering individual farmer the chief 
menace to their plans. When therefore a man came into 
possession of two or three horses, as many or a few more 
cows, about half a dozen pigs, and when he raised three 
or four hundred poods of rye or wheat, he fell into the 
category of koolack, and it was always easy to find a legal 
excuse to brand him as such. For the least infraction of 
"y existing laws he was dealt with severely, and since 1928, as 
a further means of keeping down his material accumulations, 
he had been forced to pay a so-called ‘individualistic’ tax. 

In retaliation, the well-to-do peasant embarked on a 
passive strike. He limited artificially his productivity and 
wthheld much of his surplus produce from the market. 

I do not wish to load tlrese pages ^vith statistics, but a few 
figures on the decrease of cattle in Siberia, for example, 
wll bear testimony to the devastating results of the policy 
of penalizing the prosperous peasant. In pre-Avar days 
Siberia was a famed dairy land. More then 57 per cent of 
its peasants ^vere o\vners of four cows, ^vhile peasants ha\ang 
only one cow made up a little over 7 per cent of the farming 
population. In 1928, peasants ha\'ing four cows totalled 
y slightly more then 13 per cent, and those witli one cow 
33 per cent, of this population. The civil war had done 
serious damage to the dairy industry of Siberia, but the 
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chief devastation resulted from the treatment of the so-called 
koolack. 

The financial and manufacturing straits of the Soviet 
government added to the agrarian crisis. Gold had ceased 
to circulate, and paper money did not tempt the peasant. 
He saw value chiefly in goods, and whenever he sold grain, 
a calf, a pig, he wanted to buy something. But the Soviets 
were unable to supply him with the amount of goods 
demanded; the capacity of their factories was limited, and 
from foreign lands they were importing negligible quantities 
of so-called ‘consumption goods.’ In consequence, the poor 
and the middle peasant, as well as the koolack, sold less and 
less of his surplus. He consumed more himself, and the 
remainder he kept for future advantage. 

The cumulative effect of these conditions - the parcelling 
out of the land, the attacks on the prosperous farmer, the 
financial and manufacturing straits of the government - 
were pushing the country toward disaster, actually threaten- 
ing the city and the army with famine. To avert a possible 
catastrophe, the Soviets compelled the peasant, through 
so-called ‘grain collections,’ to sell to them his surplus grain 
at (prices which they fixed. The peasant stormed in protest, 
and in the summer of 1928, after enough grain had been 
collected to meet the needs of the city for the ensuing year, 
the Soviets issued an announcement promising that they 
would not again resort to grain collections. Since the basic 
conditions remained unchanged, this promise was broken 
the following year when they once more embarked on grain 
collections in an even firmer and more organized manner. 

The poorest peasants, who raised no surplus grain,’ 
were exempted from collections, as they were from all 
taxes. But the others were obliged to sell the government all 
their surplus, the amount of which was determined not by 
them but by the Soviet agents. Though intended originally 
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as an emergency measure to end a severe shortage of bread, 
grain collections had become an indispensable feature of 
Soviet internal administration. 

This is not the place to examine the vehement contro- 
versies that raged within the ranks of the Communist 
Party as to the proper solution of the agrarian crisis. I am 
concerned here, not with Rykov’s or Bukharin’s or Kon- 
dratye’s proposals, but with Stalin’s actions. He, after all, 
held control of the Party policy, and he, through the 
operation of sovho^y^' and through the kolhozy, opened the 
road to the much needed large-scale farming wtliout 
invalidating the basic Bolshevik aims of the Revolution. 
Here I am concerned, of course, only wth kolhozy- As 
early as 1927 the Fifteenth Congress of the Communist 
Party had passed a resolution making collectivization a 
definite part of the Party’s programme. But the resolution 
had remained essentially a paper document. Only in the 
spring of 1929 weis it accorded energetic action, and in the 
autumn of the same year the collectivization movement 
had gatliered conspicuous momentum. Encouraged by 
the initial results, and desirous of making them more sure 
and more permanent, the Politbureau under Stalin’s 
influence drafted its famous declaration of January 5th, 
1930. This declaration embodied two vital decisions; to 
liquidate the koolacks and to achieve complete collectivization 
of tile land wthin a specified time. The koolacks were to be 
economically exterminated. Their properties were to be 
confiscated and they exiled to Siberia, to the far nortli in 
Europe, or to a remote strip of poor land a^vay from their 
former homes, where, wth limited animal poiver, few 
implements, and \vith no aid from tlie state or the co- 
■ operatives, they ivere to make their way in the world as 
best tliey could. Since koolacks constituted betivcen 4 and 

• State farms. 
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5 per cent of the population, tliis decision doomed more 
than one million families to loss of their property and to 
banishment. 

It is easy enough to see the reasons for the imposition of 
such a cruel fate on the koolacks. Being tlae more prosperous 
men in the community, they naturally would be most 
energetic in opposition to collectivization. Not only would 
they themselves refuse to join, even were they given the 
chance - which they were not - but as men of standing in 
the community they would influence others to follow their 
example. Besides, their presence would sustain tlie innate 
urge of every peasant to come some day into individual 
prosperity. ‘Every peasant,’ confessed to me a high official 
in the Commissary of Agriculture, ‘has his own five-year 
plan, at the end of wluch he wants to attain to the position 
of a koolack’ But with the koolack out of the way and the 
example of his fate fresh before tire population, the average 
muzhik would not be so eager for advancement tlrrough an- 
individual household. Then of course the koolack had the 
best cows, the best horses, the best pigs, the best tools, the 
best buildings, the best seed, and these the government 
sorely needed to equip the multitude of newly formed kolhozy- 

Simultaneously with this movement against the koolacks, 
the country was divided into three districts, one of which 
was to achieve complete collectivization in the spring of 
1931, the second in tire spring of 1932, the tlrird at the end 
of the five-year plan, in 1933. I must add that the declara- 
tion of the Politbureau made it clear that not coercive but 
persuasive methods were to be employed by field organizers 
to win the peasant over to collectivization, and that, the 
type of kolhoz to be favoured at this stage of the country’s 
development was the artel, in which only land, work animals, 
portions of other domestic stock and implements are held 
in common. 
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The months of January and February were tempestuous 
months in the Russian \dllages. Collectivization ^vas s\veep- 
ing the land, and the newspapers screamed witli joy at the 
success of the movement. Like mercury in a thermometer 
that is being artifically heated, their figures for collectiviza- 
tion rose higher every day, and tlie reader ^vas led to ima^e 
that peasants ■were of their o^vn accord flocking to kolhozy 
as to a place of deliverance. Complete collecdvization seemed 
not a question of the Uvo or three years which the Polit~ 
bureau had set for it, but of months only. I was in New 
York at the time, and the news ^vhich the So\det papers 
and the dispatches from Moscow carried seemed incredible. 
I could not imagine the Russian peasant making such a 
complete turn-about overnight in his attitude toward 
collecti'vization. 

Then came the crash, and the ver)" newspapers tliat had 
been announcing the success of collectivization now began 
even more loudly to announce its failures. The mov’^cment 
had developed into one of force, not in aU instances, of 
course,^ but in many throughout the country'. Organizers 
in their impassioned desire to outdo one another and to 
bring about complete collectivization in a lesser period 
than that prescribed by the Politbureau, discarded persua- 
sion in favour of coercion. Under threat of confiscation of 
property, exile, deprivation of citizenship, they drove tire 
peasant in masses into the kolhozy- They did not even bother 
to assure him that whatever property he might turn over to 
the kolhoz ^vould "yield him an extra return. 

The peasant, sullen and desperate, struck back in his 
o^^'n manner. If he was to be forced into the kolhoz he 
would go in empty handed, and let the government find 
its o^vn means of running tlie affair. He began to dispose 
of his personal property, sell what was saleable and kill what 
%vas killable. In ■village after "village it \vas tlie same, and 
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the slaughter of stock Avas appalling. At least one-half of 
all the pigs in the country -went under the knife, in addition 
to a full fourth of the cattle and an even larger share of the 
sheep and goats. 

Stalin and the Central Committee have since avowed that 
the men in the field, in using forcible measures against- 
the peasant, were acting without the knowledge and au- 
thority of the Party and in \dolation of its will and instruc- 
tions. In the statement of the Central Committee of March 
15th, 1930, in which it condemns and forbids coercive 
methods of collectivization, it admits that ‘in a series of 
districts compulsion was substituted for voluntariness and 
men were made to join under threat of ‘dekoolackization’ 
and deprivation of citizenship rights . . . there are instances 
of a decidedly \'ulgar, nasty and criminal treatment of the 
population on the part of certain workers in the field - 
compulsory socialization of homes, of small stock, of domestic 
birds (which should not have been touched) . . . perfectly 
intolerable perversion of Party line in the realm of the fight 
on religious prejudices and on trade bet\veen city and 
village. We have in mind the closing of churches by ad- 
ministrative order without the consent of an overwhelming 
majority of the population of the community . . . the 
closing of a number of market places, thus aggravating tlie 
food conditions in the towns. . . .’ 

Stalin himself, in his famous letter on ‘dizziness from 
success,’ in which he likewise takes the organizers to task 
for violating the principle of voluntariness, which ^vas to 
be the basis, of the organization of collectives, says: ‘In 
certain parts of Turkestan attempts were made to catch up 
with and surpass [in collectivdzation] the advanced regions 
of the Soviet Union by means of military force and the tlireat 
of deprivation of water for irrigating the fields and the refusal 
to sell manufactured articles to peasants who were not ready 
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to join the kolhoz’ In his ‘Answer to the Comrade ICol- 
hozniks,’ in which a month later he goes at greater length 
into the subject of coerciveness, he cites devastating evidence 
of the frequency wth which it was practised. 

The question arises why did Stalin and the Central 
Committee, which he dominated po^verfully at the time, 
wait until March, a period of about two months, before 
putting an end to the ‘perversion of the Party line’ in the 
villages? It is absurd for them to plead ignorance of the 
situation. No government in the world has at its disposal 
the multitude of highly sensitized agencies of information 
that the Central Committee of the Russian Communist 
Party has. There is the GPU* ^\ith its far-seeing eyes and 
far-hearing ears. There are the half-million village nc^vs- 
paper correspondents ■who are always leaping into print 
\vith full reports of any untoward events in their com- 
munities. There is the Red Army, wth its masses of peasant 
soldiers to whom parents and relatives rush with their 
grievances against the government. There are tlic numerous 
secretaries of the Party and a host of social workers who arc 
alwa-y^ out in the field - teachers, nurses, agronomists, 
lecturers and others - whose heads had not turned dizzy 
and who realized the danger of the methods ^vl•lich multi- 
tudes of organizers pursued, and surely reported their 
observations and complaints to their superiors or to the 
GPU. The Central Committee and Stalin could not help 
knowing what w'as happening in the ■villages. 

One is forced to tlie conclusion tliat they had a purpose 
in delaying action. They were gambling for big stakes, 
and one is aided in rmderstanding the nature of these stakes 
when one examines the gains Avliich, in spite of abuses and 
barbarities, the campaign had yielded. It put into the hands 
of the government, according to Stalin’s o\\’n ^\'ords, two 

• State political police. 
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hundred million poods of seed, enough to ensure the neces- 
sary sowing for the spring crops. It turned over to the kol- 
hozy, again according to Stalin’s o^vn words, koolack property, 
implements, grain, stock and buildings to the value of four 
hundred million gold roubles. It left more than one-fourth 
of the peasantry settled on the kolhozy, with thirty-six million 
hectares of the best arable land under their control. Thus 
thousands of large farms, so indispensable to the produc- 
tiwty of the nation, had actually been formed out of the 
puny peasant holdings. Moreover, for the time being it 
put these farms within easy reach and control of the govern- 
ment, thus assuring the latter of easy access to about half 
of all the marketable grain of the land and promising as 
easy access in the future to vast supplies of vegetables, fruit, 
meats, and milk foods. It was owing to these collective 
farms, and to a much lesser extent to the state farms, that 
in 1930 Russia became once more a power in the grain 
market of the world. For the first time since their existence 
the Soviets had become largely independent of the individual 
peasant for the needed supply of bread. 

From a Party viewpoint these gains were stupendous. 
But the cost was equally stupendous. 
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MOSCOW MARCHES ON 

I HAD no more than come ofT tlie train at tlic Alexandrovsky 
railway station in Moscow early in June, 1930, when I 
realized the effects of the revolutionary blast that had swept 
over the country in the preceding \\dnter. I asked an 
izvoshtchik* how much he would charge to drive me to the 
Grand Hotel. 

‘Six roubles,’ he replied firmly. 

I gasped. The year previous he would have been glad 
to do it for two or at most three. 

‘Jesting?’ I twitted him. 

‘Jesting nothing,’ he flung back with irritation, ‘I, too, 
have to live.’ 

‘Well, what of it?’ I demanded ratlier heartlessly. 

‘This,’ he replied, ‘bread is fifty copecks a pound, meat 
two and three roubles and hard to get, oats twelve roubles a 
pood, boots seventy to a hundred roubles a pair.’ 

Passers-by attracted by the izvoshichilC s loud plaint 
paused to listen, and one of tliem, a middle-aged man ^vith 
drooping moustaches who was bent beneath a massive 
wooden box he was carrying, deemed it iris duty to proclaim 
tlic izvoshtchik a liar. The latter, unperturbed, urged lus 
disputant to visit the market places in Moscow, check the 
prices and then hurl his insults at people! The man instantly 
edged back and asked tlie izvoshtchik if he ^vcrc a lishenclzA 

‘Wliat do you suppose?’ tlic izvoshtchik replied. 

‘That is different,’ tlie man admitted gently, almost 

• Cab driver. t One who has lost his citizenship rights. 
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apologetically, and proceeded to explain to me that a 
lishenetz was barred from the co-operative stores, where tire 
government maintained low and stable prices, and had to 
do his trading in the open market where prices were under 
no control. 

The dispute at an end, the straggling onlookers dispersed 
and I resumed my bargaining ^vith tlic izvoshtchik. I offered 
him three roubles. He refused to budge. I left him, and he 
did not follow me. I approached another driver, and he 
too demanded six roubles. I left him also, and he likervise 
did not botlier to pursue me. That was unheard of - an 
izvoshtchik not running after a prospective customer for yards 
and haggling at the top of his voice over every copeck! 
Was this izvoshtchik, benighted relic of a vanished age, who 
fits no more into the new regime than does his droshky into 
tire five-year plan, at last beginning to acquire a semblance 
of self-respect? That would be a miracle! 

I settled down in my room and began to call on Russian 
friends, almost every one of whom inquired if I had extra 
soap or cigarettes. It seemed unbelievable that Moscow 
would run short of these common commodities. The year 
previous, cigarette vendors in the streets had been as 
multitudinous as officials with brief cases, and soap could 
be obtained in unlimited quantities in drug stores and the 
co-operatives. Now soap was being rationed out at tire rate 
of one piece a month, and superior brairds of cigarettes had 
completely disappeared. Only the atrocious deli* were 
available, and these had to be waited and stormed for at 
the Iri the open market a package of twenty-five 

sold at a rouble. 

I learned soon tliat everything was being rationed out, 
rvith the exception, oddly enough, of cosmetics. There was 
no shortage bf these, even though the demand had increased 

• A brand of cheap cigarettes. | Booths. 
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beyond all expectations. Bread, meat, fish, gruel, sugar, 
tea, cheese, eggs - everything was obtainable only by card 
and in prescribed amounts. The population was di\dded 
into two general groups, proletarians and non-proletarians, 
of whom the former were allotted more substantial rations 
than the latter. 

The proletarian was allowed 2 pounds of bread and 
i pound of meat daily in addition to his monthly rations: 
2,500 grams of cereal, 750 grams of sugar, 25 grams 
of tea, 10 eggs, | litre of vegetable oil, 250 grams of 
butter, 1,000 grams of fish, 600 grams of herring. The non- 
proletarian was allowed i pound of bread a day and {■ 
pound of meat. Of the foods which were rationed out 
by the month, he was allotted 1,200 grams of cereal, 100 
grams of butter, ^ litre of vegetable oil, 500 grams of fish, 400 
grams of herring, 25 grams of tea. Children were allowed 
special rations of rice and other light cereals as ^vcll as eggs, 
milk and butter. These rations, though stripped of luxuries, 
were ample to sustain life, provided they were ahvays 
available. But they were not. Bread, sugar, cereals and 
certain vegetables could always be purchased in the pre- 
scribed amounts, but there was a chronic shortage of meat, 
eggs, butter, cheese, and other vegetable and animal fats. 

Nor could one just walk into a co-operative store, as do 
purchasers in the private shops of the outside world, and be 
waited on wth little or no delay and with a sho^v of appre- 
ciation and courtesy on the part of the attendants. The 
endless queues in every street in every part of the town 
testified to the annoyance and torment of shopping in 
Sowet stores. Never since the coming of tire nep had these 
queues been so long and so Crowded. They had become as 
much a part of tlie Moscow scene as the very Kxemlin. 
In the clothing sections of the largest department store the 
crowds Avere so immense that I could make my ^vay tlirough 
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them only by insidious pushing. Assistants were so over- 
whelmed that they had no time for discussion of style, 
taste, or fittings, and indeed, tliere seemed to be no need of 
it - customers bought eagerly whatever was offered.* 

Only in the bazaars, tlie independent market-places, were 
there no waiting lines. But here prices were fabulous. The 
izvoshfehik had not exaggerated; here cheese cost three 
roubles a pound; meat, t^vo to three roubles; butter, seven 
and eight roubles; eggs, two and a half to three roubles for 
ten; a wilted mnter radish, fifty copecks; beets and carrots, 
also fifty copecks each. Some pedlars spurned money 
altogether. They would exchange eggs, cream and cheese 
for cereals, textiles or other things ^vhich they could use, 
but not for money. 

I made the rounds of tlie restaurants. The socialist 
offensive of the previous ^vinter had s’lvept the private 
ones out of existence. All were now under So\’iet co-opera- 
tive control. On the much-abbreviated menus which I 
scanned, I found tliat everytliing smacking of luxur)' had 
been removed. The soup plates were still as large as in 
former times, and the portions of soup as substantial, but 
gone was the lump of meat which had always been so in- 
separable a part of the soup. In its place floated a few drops 
of some vegetable or animal oil. There were days %\'hen no 
meat at appeared on the menus, when only salt fish, 
or mashed potrtoes, or gruel was ser\fed as a second course 
or as the main dish. Gone were milk, butter and desserts, 
except for an occasional piece of pastry or a compote made 
of dried fruits and sparsely sprinkled ^vitll sugar. Bread, 
though, was cveiywhere abundant and of good quality, 
and restaurant prices on the \vhole remained astonishingly 
low - from sixty-five to eighty-five copecks for a meal 
consisting of two courses. But the service, mth rare and 

^ Of l&tc, liowev6t , the Qveues in Moscow have been shorter end more rare. 
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notable exceptions, was unbeKevably slo^v and sloppy. 
Only in the few good hotels in which foreigners stopped 
had the food suffered no perceptible deterioration; and here, 
r- during the months of the summer tourist season, Russians 
were barred from the dining rooms in order that visitors 
might be accommodated. 

The economic changes had worked their greatest havoc 
upon the vegetarian restaurants, which had been among 
the best in Moscow and which had gained an immense and 
deserved popularity. In these the food, service and cleanli- 
ness were immeasurably superior to' those in the co-operative 
eating places. The soups, the salads, the cereals, the boiled 
cauliflower soaked in melted butter, the meat substitutes, 
the puddings, the incomparable bliny* with luscious sour 
cream and fresh butter, the compotes, the other desserts, 
the rich milk, the well-prepared cocoa - all these would have 
pleased the most exacting palate. The prices ^vere nominal 
f and the courtesy of the attendants beyond reproach. 

Now a shadow of neglect and desolation had settled 
over them. They were like a house without a mistress 
-unkempt, sloppy, \vith littered floors, unwashed wndows 
and swarms of flies. In both quality and variety the food 
had deteriorated beyond recognition. Seldom ^vas there 
any cauliflo^ver on the menu, no more bliny, no more milk, 
no more butter - only soups wth a dash of oil, meat substi- 
tutes made largely of potatoes, salads with unpalatable 
dressings, cereals so dry tliat the particles did not cohere. 
As in the otlier eating places, bread there was in abundance 
and the prices had remained low. Otherwise these restaur- 
ants were now only a pathetic memory of their former 
opulence. 

Gone also were tlie food pedlars, chiefly old women, 
who would trudge the streets of the city carrying baskets 

• Griddle cakes. 
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loaded with white rolls, pastry, candies, hard-boiled eggs 
and all manner of sandmches - caviare, cheese, ham, 
sausage, beef, chicken. Late at night on one’s way home 
from a party, or sitting in one’s room over a book or gossiping 
with \isitors, if hunger arose, one had only to run down 
into one of the main streets and one would be sure to stumble 
into one of these dispensers of food. Like the police and the . 
izvoshtcJiiks, they never deserted the streets. Now, save for 
an occasional man or w'oman oficring questionable sausage, 
stale bread or dried fish, these food vendors have vanished. 

The socialist offensive of the past winter, witli its death- 
dealing blows to private enterprise, had struck hard not only 
at the available food supplies but like^vise at all the agencies 
of distribution. Only bread and the commonest vegetables, 
such as beets, potatoes and cabbage, were available in 
sufficient amounts. The Soviet’s continuous export of 
eggs, butter, caware, cheese and canned fish, in a desperate 
effort to gather enough valuta* to meet the obligations 
incurred in tlie purchase of machinery in foreign lands, did 
not of course lighten the existing distress. 

Hardly an aspect of life had remained untouched by 
the socialist offensive. Church bells, for example, ^ve^e 
now silenced. Moscow, fr'qm ^vhose church towers bells 
had been incessantly clanging by day and by night for 
hundreds of years, now heard these bells no longer. On 
main avenue and remote side street, on week-days, on 
Sundays, even on such a high holiday as Easter, no bells 
tolled forth their wonted message to the populace. They 
were declared a public nuisance, disturbing to the popu- 
lation, and the churches were ordered to ring them no more. 

Moscow no longer knew even its Sunday. The five-day 
non-stop working w^eek, whereby people work four days 
and rest pn the fifth, had stripped Sunday of all solemnity 

* Foreign money. 
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and reduced it to the commonplaceness of any other day. 
Stores, factories, theatres, schools operated as actively 
on that day as on any otlier. Nor had Sunday been sup- 
planted by anotlier universal rest-day. Such a day Avas 
gone from the life and the calendar of the nation - e.\cept 
of course in the villages, and even there the spread of 
collccti\azation threatens in time to achieve a similar 
change. Every day four-fiftlis of tlie population works and 
the other fifth rests. Thus with a bold stroke of her revolu- 
tionary hand Russia had wdped out a sanctified practice of 
centuries. A new generation is growing up wthout tlie 
slightest appreciation of the meaning of Sunday in the history 
of mankind. 

In consequence, festivities in Moscow arc limited to the 
five days of the year which have been designated as revolu- 
tionary holidays, and a wave of puritanism, Soviet bred, 
has spread over the city. Though possessed of incomparable 
theatres, numerous motion-picture houses and workers’ 
clubs, Moscow has no night life in the European sense 
of the word. There arc no public dance halls, cafes, 
night clubs, cabarets. In deference to \’isiting foreigners, 
tlie Grand Hotel and the Savoy arc making half-hearted 
attempts to prcser\'e a semblance of night life in their 
restaurants, but the atmosphere there is ahvays strained. 
The sombrencss of the outside world filters into the brilliantly 
lighted dining rooms, and one is always conscious of the 
incongruity between tlic indulgences here and the crusade 
against such indulgences on the outside. A few beer rooms 
and restaurants had been affording a retreat for that portion 
of the populace which would not or could not merge its 
hedonistic destinies with workers’ clubs. The best of these 
presented gipsy choirs, ^vhich always drcNV cro\vds, for the 
Russian is music-lo\'ing and responds with especial verve 
to gipsy melodies. Now that gipsy music has been banned 
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in Moscow, all tlie gipsy choirs except the ethnographic 
one had been dissolved, and the singers variously absorbed 
into proletarian pursuits. Gipsy music, like the balalaika 
orchestra and the fox trot, had been declared, by .those 
powers which control the artistic life of the city, to be void 
of any virtues which the proletarian might emulate or respect. 

Yet despite its outward glumness, I found that Moscow 
had yielded to no spirit of resignation. With its loins girded 
for the severest battle in its history, it fairly roared \vith 
effort and determination. Streets were torn up; old buildings 
were being wrecked and new ones erected; fleets of trucks 
and automobiles clattered* and honked along the avenues; 
piles of brick and stone cluttered the highways; dust from 
the building processes rose in clouds; tumult and excitement 
reigned everywhere, and people moved about with unwonted 
briskness. Perhaps the most astonishing change in the city 
was the comparative absence of beggars in its streets. For 
ages they had been an integral part of the very character 
of Moscow, and now with numbers of them absorbed in 
industry and picked off the streets, tlieir ranks had thirmed 
so perceptibly that one missed them. 

Moscow spurted with a new energy tliat was almost 
desperation. It had clutched time by the throat, so to 
speak, in the hope of disciplining it to its own far-flung 
uses and missions. Work, construction, the machine - these 
were its new deities, and fiercely it exacted unswerving 
allegiance to them. It had no use for anyone Avho would 
not bring them his best gifts. It never before had been so 
brutally intolerant of the doubter, the intruder, the laggard, 
of everyone who would not forget the rest of the ^vorld and 
himself, even his very soul, and push on with this work, this 
construction, this machine - the biddings of these new gods. 
The five-year plan in four - tliis was the new slogan and the 
new ambition, and from hundreds of posters and banners 
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floating from buildings, plastered on corner posts, staring 
from tram cars, stuck on to automobiles, the words flashed 
their imperious message. Anybody who questioned the 
uisdom or the possibility of packing a generation of industrial 
development into four years, an enterprise so gigantic that 
the mere thought of it made one’s head swim with w'onder 
and dismay, was an opportunist, a defeatist, a de\iator, a 
traitor, a counter-revolutionary - anything but a true 
soldier of the Revolution and of the one and only cause. 
Whoever he ^vas, whatever his past, however long and 
faithfully he may have worked for tliis cause and for the 
proletarian advance, if he doubted now he ^vas only an 
obstructionist, of no account, and to be ruthlessly struck 
do^vn and brushed out of the way. 

The newspapers made one think of war. They were 
speaking the language of war - of an industrial front, 
an agricultural front, of battles for grain, for vegetables, 
for meat, for coal, for oil, for steel, for cotton, for tractors; 
of shock brigades, of light cavalr)' attacks, of militar)' 
discipline, of campaigns, of Red offensives. They flared 
with resolution. They thundered for conquest. They cried 
down the least hint of relaxation. They fumed at explana- 
tions of mistakes or failures. They raved against objective 
conditions and uncontrollable causes. They clamoured 
for results, for advances, for conquests along the w'holc 
socialist front. 

Ne^vs and discussions of purely human import they 
cast out of their columns. Even the section dealing witli 
court trials, w'hich often reflected poignantly the great 
drama w'hich Russia in these days of social transformation is 
enacting, disappeared. Foreign new’s, unless of immediate 
relation to Soviet politics or to the revolutionary movement 
or bearing on the big battle at hand, w'as cither ignored or 
tucked into a remote column on an inside page. The 
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Komosomobkaya Pravda, the daily journal of the Communist 
Youth, tlie one public organ that would occasionally skip 
away from Communist piety, break into a laugh or make a 
wr)' face at its over sedate ciders, now had no place for 
laughter and fun. Discussions of the personal problems of 
youth in tliese days of \aolent social change, which had 
ahvays been a priceless feature of its columns, had been 
abandoned. It had no time for the drama and the problems 
of the individual man. It had time for notliing but the pro- 
gramme of construction, the building of the big machine, 
the relentless socialist drive. Even more lustily than the 
Pravda or the Izvestia, it clamoured for conformity to the 
Party line, for one hundred per cent allegiance to the 
Party programme and for the five-year plan in four. 

All organs and institutions of culture ■were summoned 
to join in this crusade for an industrialized and socialized 
world. The tlieatre, the ballet, the novel, the short story, 
tlie opera, the motion picture - all were commandeered for 
tlae great cause. 

‘Do you kno^v ^vhy we outlawed gipsy music?’ asked tlie 
youthful and engaging director of tlie ivorkers’ club 
‘Kauchuk.’ ‘Because it has no relation to our five-year plan 
and to our construction programme,’ he informed me 
earnestly. The Rabochaya Gazeta, in an account of the neiv 
plays of the Moscow Art Theatre for the ensuing year, 
pointed out ivith indignation tliat none of them took cogniz- 
ance of the Party’s building programme. In the dramatiz- 
ation of Uspensky’s novel, Rassteryaeva Ulitsa^ ivritten at a 
time when the Russian proletarian in tlie small town did 
not know whether Karl Marx was a new brand of herring 
or a rare children’s disease, a proletarian character is made 
to stalk about tlie stage shouting revolutionary phrases in the 
manner of a Soviet-bred worker. The Moscow ballet, too, 
hurried along ivith its special offering, ‘The Football Player,’ 
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in which the inevitable tractorj a coal shaft and a derrick 
were parts of the stage setting, and which featured in its 
programme a han'cst dance, a coal dance and an oil dance, 
together wth endless marching and physical-culture form- 
ations which in verv'C and brilliance fell far short of tlic 
amateur exhibitions of young ph'^'sical culturists to be seen 
in any of the large city parks. 

The Literary Gazette, official mouthpiece not so much of 
as for the literary world, preached incessantly of the duty of 
wTriters in these days of trial and battle. ^Vritcrs were to 
devote all their talents to the Socialist offensive. They were 
to glorify the nobility of tite proletarian and the grandeur of 
his cause. They were to indulge in no portrayal or analysis 
of human character which was not calculated to advance 
the success of this cause. The koolack and the private enirc' 
preneur they vs'crc to depict solely as political foes deserving 
and meeting utter defeat. They tvere not to bother with the 
purely human vicissitudes and the personal tragedies of 
such outcasts unless these happened to fit into the scheme of 
proletarian supremacy. Writers w'cre not to endow enemies 
of the proletarian with personalities wiiich might win tlie 
reader’s sympathy, but were to portray them as Jacking 
any redeeming virtues. In cver^" respect literary creations 
were to be rigorously utilitarian, rigorously partisan, rigor- 
ously schematic, and, like so many American motion pictures 
all were to end in the glorified triumph of the hero, the one 
and only hero in the ivorld - tlic proletarian! 

Everytliing and evcry'onc were to be drafted into the 
service of the proletarian Le%iathan. Tlicre were to be 
no exceptions. There w'as to be no leave. As in war, there 
was to be fierce discipline of man’s thoughts and acts, isitli 
no mercy for the non-conformist, the doubter, lire objector, 
the deserter. ’ 

The men in command of this historic battle were as 
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hard as the steel and the coal that they worshipped. Queues 
and food rations failed to dismay them. They spoke a 
grandiose language. The peasant, they confessed, had, 
through his ruthless slaughter of stock, struck a fierce blow 
at them and their plans; but in two or three years, when the 
stock-raising programme on the socialized land, in the 
kolhozy and solhozy, had been achieved, the shortage of meat 
and fats would be overcome for all time. Russia, they 
assured tliemselves and their followers, was on her way to 
becoming the leading food mart in the world. Already the 
kolhozy alone had under cultivation as vast an area of land 
as had both France and Italy. With the aid of the tractor 
they would speed up socialization and would break into use 
millions of fresh acres, for wheat, for cotton, for tea, for 
flax, and for other much-needed crops. Their tractors, 
these leaders pointed out, were continually increasing in 
number. Now they had sixty thousand in operation; next 
year they proposed to increase the number to one hundred 
thousand, and the year after to a quarter of a million. To 
ensure realization of their spectacular programme they would 
even make Russia independent of other nations for her great 
agricultural machines. With the Stalingrad tractor factory 
almost finished, with the one in Kharkov begun, and another 
in Ghehabinsk, Siberia, risen to its’ foundation, Russia 
would in time attain an annual output of one hundred and 
fifty thousand tractors in these three factories alone, a 
record which no other nation could rival. Nor would 
any other nation be able to match Russia in the manu- 
facture of agricultural combines when the factories in Rostov 
and in Novo-Sibirsk, the capital of Siberia, were finished 
and could fling out yearly the fifty thousand machines 
they were scheduled to produce. 

On the industrial front, these commanders affirmed, 
equally great triumphs had been achieved. The Turksib 
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railroad, already laid out, was opening for exploitation a 
vast new world of fertile lands and mineral riches in Central 
Asia. Dnyeprstroy, the largest electric dam in tlie world, 
was pushing on to completion. The Ford plant in Nizhny- 
Novgorod was rising higher and liighcr above ground, 
and tlie socialist city ^vhich was to surround it had also 
attained to an impressive stature. Magnitoslroy, in the 
;vildcmess of the Urals, a steel city planned to outstrip 
Gary, Indiana, was likeudsc begun, and so were otlicr 
projects of lesser size though of equally momentous signifi- 
cance. With these ambitious schemes of industrial and 
agricultural development launched and otliers in prospect, 
with universal education in view, mtii hundreds of new 
schools and colleges linked directly to tire factory and to the 
farm, and with socialized dining halls, nurseries, club-houses 
in tlie very forefront of the Party’s programme, the Revolu- 
tion, these commanders boasted, ^vas pushing onward into 
gigantic strides to its ultimate destiny. And Stalin allowed 
himself the luxury of the following peroration: 

‘We are marching full steam ahead on the road to 
industrialization, to socialism, leaving bcliind our age old 
Russian backwardness. We are becoming a nation of 
metal, of motors, of tractors, and when ^vc have placed tlie 
Soviet Union in an automobile and the peasant on a tractor, 
then let the esteemed capitalists of the world who so proudly 
vaunt their civilization attempt to catch up wath us. We 
shall yet see w'hich lands %vill merit the designations “back- 
ward” and “advanced”.’ 

WTicn one sees in Moscow’s streets tlie multitudes waiting 
in queues for food, the spell cast by Revolutionary’ rhetoric 
fades, and one faces tlie sinister force behind it - the brutal 
intolercmcc of differing opinion that has banished hundreds 
of honest doubters and non-conformists to far-away parts of 
the land /or to fates even worse. Then the bright promise of 

87 



RED BREAD 


to-mo^ro^v fails to lighten the gloom of to-day, and one asks 
himself again and again, ^^dly this haste? Why the five-year 
plan in four? ^^^bly not in six, in seven, in ten? \^filat nation 
ever had sought to achieve so ambitious a programme under 
such crucial circumstances in so short a time? Why this 
relentless drive of a people who never had known speed, 
who are only no\v discovering i-he macliine, and who need 
time to famiharize themselves %vitii it and to attain mastery 
over its intricate workings? Why not a more leisurely pace, 
instead of this breath-taking forced march to the socialist 
land of promise? 

I turned for enlightenment to persons of importance. 

I shall relate my conversation vith one of them, who 
voiced the sentiments of the group that is at present in 
power. 

‘Ever)^ animal,’ he began, ‘has its sense of smell which 
warns it of dangers ahead. We have our sense of smell, and 
our class-consciousness, which warn us of dangers ahead.’ 

‘Just \vhat dangers?’ I demanded. 

‘First, boycott. The attempt to stop our exports tells its 
own story. There can be no double meaning to this attempt. 
If we cannot sell, wt cannot buy, can we? That is the sim- 
plest law of economics, and the time may come when we 
shall be barred not only from selling but from buying in 
the outside world. Yes, even- America may not want to 
seU us an}fthing - not an engine, not a bolt, not a nail! 
That’s why we must hurrj^ buy while the bu}dng is good 
and build as fast as we can, no matter what the sacrifice! 
Do you suppose we are ascetics? Of course not. We believe 
in ample Hwng. We’d like to keep for ourselves the caviare, 
the butter, the eggs, the cheese, the jams, the canned fish 
that we have been exporting. But we dare not. Everything 
that can fetch a price abroad must be sent out, if we can 
scrape along without it-evei^ing. Every scrap of 
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iron that wc import from a foreign land is so much gain, 
so much triumph. To-morrow the bars may be up and no 
more goods offered us on the international market; instead, 
the tliundcr of guns may be crashing do\\m upon us.’ 

Hearing words like tliesc, one is at first amused, then 
dismayed and terror-struck as one realizes wth an over- 
whelming shock ho^v earnestly Moscow believes them. It is 
well enough to reason that, in view of the economic slump 
the world over, the deliberate repudiation of Russian trade 
is unthinkable, and the possibility of an armed struggle 
against the Soviets even more remote. But Mosco\v, ^\'ith 
its hypertrophied class-consciousness, cannot and \vill not 
read any otlicr meaning into the efforts to stop imports of 
Russian coal and lumber to America, and into the world- 
wide cry of alarm over Russian dumping. Deep do\s’n in 
their hearts perhaps the Moscow Communists do not regret 
this outbreak of ill -will against tlie So\det Union, for it 
;y' confirms them in their pet obsession that the capitalist 
world wants to draw Russia into combat - that it is only 
awaiting a favourable hour to strike the first blow. Expecting 
this blow, Moscow is determined to fight back with telling 
effectiveness, and is seeking to set her agricultural and 
industrial house in order, so as to make herself independent 
of outside markets as rapidly as tlic best engineering talent 
in the world and the regimented effort and sacrifice of the 
nation can achieve the result. 

I do not mean to imply tliat other considerations do not 
count in Moscow’s feverish haste to achiev’c industrial self- 
sufficiency. The sheer momentum of the Revolution wtli 
its call to battle, tlic conflict within tlic Communist Party 
over tire tempo of industrialization, tlie determination of 
f tlie ruling group to justify its policies, tlie ver^’ character of 
the leaders of this group, who, like Peter tlie Great, arc not 
concerned \\itli human values in tlic struggle to attain their 
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Apart from the official world with its tumult about the 
five-year plan, international boycott, outside attack, inter- 
Party strife, arc the thousands and thousands of houses in 
Moscow, crowded one- and two-room apartments in which 
life flows on and on like deep water in a stream tliat is 
constantly whipped up by storms. In this undercurrent of 
the city, life is quickened by conflicts of a different kind - 
personal and temperamental. Heart-searchings, such as 
people in other lands hardly ever face, constantly beset the 
dwellers in these houses and make Moscow, more tlian any 
i city in the world, a stage of never-ending dramas. 

In one of these apartment houses on a side street lived 
Natasha, student in an engineering iechnicum, whom I had 
kno^vn for several years. Soon after my arrival in Moscow 
I went to call on her. I mounted the three flights of dilapid- 
ated stairs to her door and rang the bell four times - 
Natasha’s ring. The door opened, but instead of Natasha 
there appeared a smiling firccklcd-faccd girl \vith bobbed 
hair. She wore an apron, and soap suds dripped from her 
hands. She told me tliat Natasha’s health •was bad and that 
she had gone to a sanatorium in tlic Caucasus. Brimming, 
Russian-like, with hospitality, she invited me to come in, 
and ushered me into Natasha’s room, wliich she ^s•as now 
occupying. It was a small room, clean and freshly papered, 
witli a bed, a couch and two hard chairs. Several of the 
wooden boxes which Russians use for suit-eases \vcrc piled 
on top of one another in a corner; the walls were hung with 
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rows of photographs and with pictures of Lenin, Stalin, 
Gorki and Tolstoy. 

After a moment the girl excused herself and dashed out, 
to return presently without tire apron, her hair combed, her '' 
freshly powdered face flushed with excitement. She had 
been doing her washing in the communal kitchen, she 
explained, but she was glad of an excuse for a respite. With 
the disarming frankness which is so innately Russian she 
narrated to me bit by bit the story of her life. Her name was 
Tanya, and she would soon be nineteen years of age. She had 
come from a small town in the interior; she was the daughter 
of a school teacher who had been a revolutionary in the 
old days and had suffered exile. On graduation from 
high school she had come to Moscow, \vhcre she was now 
working in a candy factory. Her ambition was to enter 
a medical institute, specialize in children’s diseases and 
■practise somewhere in an industrial section or in a kolhoz- 
Natasha she had met at a regional Komsomol conference, 
had entertained her in her home, and regarded her now as 
one of her best friends. She expected Natasha back in about 
a month. 

As we were talking, neighbours who lived in the same 
flat came into the room, and Tanya introduced me to them. 
We conversed for some time, and as I was leaving a certain 
Maria Lvo'vna, a woman in the thirties •with big broAvm eyes 
and a wealth of black hsur combed straight back, in’vited 
me to call at her home some evening. Her husband, she 
told me, was an official in a Soviet trust. She was a physician. 
Both she and her husband, she assured me, would be pleased 
to have me spend an evening with them. Shut off from the 
outside world, seldom even reading foreign journals, they ^ 
would be so happy to hear from someone who actually 
lived in this world - what life and people and conditions 
there were like. I made a half-hearted promise to come, 
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and in the rush of affairs in the days that follo\vcd hardly 
gave it a thought. 

One evening I received a note from Tanya. Maria 
. Lvovna, she ^sTote, invited me to come to her home the 
following Saturday evening. Her husband was to be there, 
as well as several friends - all people of interest whom she 
thought I w'ould enjoy kno%sing. Tanya urged me to do my 
best to come. 

On the appointed evening, therefore, I went to Maria 
Lvovna’s. She lived in the same flat, almost next door to 
Tanya, in a large room that w'as tastefully furnished with 
two tables, a bed, several soft chairs and a sofa. Tlie w'alls 
were hung with pictures, including two small oil paintings, 
decorative curtains w'crc at the wndow's, and the floor 
was covered by a huge rug. A samovar sizzled pleasantly 
on its brass tray, and tlic table w'as set with jam, bread, 
butter, sardines, cheese - foods w'hich, in spite of the acute 
- shortage, some Russians manage to obtain. Her husband 
W'as visiting a neighbour and she immediately called him. 
He was a short man, of about the same age as his wife, witlr 
a tliin face and thick grey hair, alert and cheer)'. Tanya 
came in, and one by one neighbours and some people from 
the outside dropped in, many of them without knocking. 
Among tlic visitors ^v•as a stubby man ^vitla a pock-marked 
face and earnest eyes. Nikolai Borisovitch was his name. He 
was of proletarian origin, I learned, and the only Party 
man li\ing in this flat, which was occupied chiefly by 
members of the intelligentsia. He w'as director of a factor)' 
and seemed on intimate terms with his neighbours, joining 
eagerly in the conversation, especially in the bombardment of 
questions on life in America. ^Vcrc there abundant supplies 
of meat, sugar, butter, candy and w'hite bread in American 
stores, they wanted to know. Were there ever any waiting 
lines? How c.\pcnsive were clothes, shoes, silks, satins, 
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woollens? How much did I pay for my shirt, my shoes, my 
suit of clothes? Were American ^vomen really taking to 
long hair and long skirts? And how expensive were auto- 
mobiles - Fords, for example? When I told them the prices in 
Russian money at the official rate of exchange, they were 
beside themselves with surprise. The Communist and the 
otliers instantly agreed that if automobiles were as cheap in 
Russia as in America, most factory ^vorkers would buy them. 

'Nu, nichevo’* the Communist remarked, ^dognat eeperegnai'\ 
- that is our motto and our goal, \\ffien we reach it, then 
we too shall have everything.’ 

‘And when mil that be?’ someone queried. 

‘WTien? At the end of the five-year plan.’ 

‘Which five-year plan?’ broke in Maria Lvovna. 

‘\Vhich? There is only one.’ 

‘You mean there is only die first one,’ she suggested. 
‘After die tenth or the fifteenth five-year plan, things may be 
glorious, but by that time we shall all have passed into dust.’ 

‘Then others ivill enjoy it. Must we have everything? 
Your grandfather never sat before an electric light, as you 
do now. ^Vhat does it matter?’ 

‘Oh, nothing, nothing at all,’ said the hostess with gentle 
irony, ‘especially as we shall be dead anyway.’ 

Tanya now broke in ivitii a volley of questions as to tiie 
height of American houses, the speed of house elevators, the 
prevalence of steam heat, the presence of schools in factory 
districts, and a host of other queries pertaining to the every- 
day life of the American people. 

‘Don’t be so impressed with America,’ the Communist 
warned her. ‘Don’t forget the crisis there: eight million 
people out of work, stocks in Wall Street crashing, factories 
closing, world markets collapsing. Moreover, colonial 

• ‘No matter, or ‘Never mind.’ 

t We shall yet catch up with and out-distance the capitalist world. 
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peoples throughout the •world have grown aggressive, and 
witli guns in hand are driving the imperialist exploiters, 
including the Americans, from their countries. Don’t you 
see,’ he pursued, expounding Communist dogma witli 
increasing zest, ‘America has reached the crest of her develop- 
ment, and cannot rise higher under capitalist control. 
Henceforth she must begin to disintegrate, and some day 
our valiant tovarishtshui there will leap into po^ver and make 
America So\det. All capitalist countries must eventually 
break up and become Soviet.’ 

‘Nikolai Boriso'vitch,’ an unmistakably well-bred middle- 
aged woman interceded, ‘for God’s sake, don’t you ever 
tire of your phrases?’ 

‘What do you mean, phrases?’ he challenged. ‘It is the 
truth. You all get so envious when you see a comfortable 
looking foreigner. Supposing tliis man has nice clothes 
and has bought them at a low price; can tlie American 
proletarian buy such clotlies? Ask him. Sometimes perhaps 
he can. But what of the eight millions out of work? The 
Pravda had a long article on the American crisis, and it told 
a lot about the strikes and conflicts that arc spreading there. 
^fichevOy the revolutionary wave is rising higher and higher 
even in America.’ 

‘Rising and rising,’ commented tlic middle-aged woman 
dcprccatingly, ‘and never spilling over. What’s holding 
it back ? Did tlie Pravda say anything about tliat?’ 

‘The social patriots, of course,’ the Communist flashed 
back, ‘they arc holding it up, the renegades. But nlcheto,' he 
went on ^cerfully, ‘Urings \rill happen even in America. 
Capitalism is in its last stage of development; it must break 
dowTi and die.’ 

‘All ^\•c kno\v,’ interrupted Maria Lvovna, ‘is that up 
to the present things have been happening only here. I 
am a physician, and even I cannot obtain all the soap I need.’ 
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‘Perfume you can get,’ someone blurted out. 

‘And why not perfume?’ said the Communist. ‘In the 
old days the proletarian did not know what perfume was. 
Now a good many proletarians buy it. Some of the girls who 
work in our factory smell of perfume when they come to 
work, and it is not bad. That is progress.’ 

‘Now, tovarishtsh American,’ Tanya turned to me, ‘what 
do you think of a revolution in America? Would you say 
there is really no ' prospect of it?’ Before I had time to 
say a word the Communist burst in with a question of his 
own. 

‘You are not a Party man?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘And of what political shading are the journals in which 
you print your articles?’ 

‘None,’ I replied. ‘They are literary and non-political.’ 

‘What do you mean, non-political?’ he contested with 
impatience. ‘There is no such thing as non-political; every- 
thing anybody says and writes is pohtical, is derived from 
a definite class consciousness or class orientation. These 
iournals are not Communist?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Well, then it is clear; they are capitalist, and express 
the capitalist viewpoint; and you writing for them need to 
harmonize your ideas with this viewpoint, or in other 
words support the viewpoint of the master class. Don’t you 
see, tovarishtsh Tatyana,’ he turned to the girl, ‘that he would 
deny that there is a revolutionary wave in America?’ 

‘But you have not been there, and this man has just come 
from there,’ someone remarked. 

‘I have not been in India either, but is there not a revolu- 
tion in India - a bourgeois revolution, but a revolution just 
the same?’* i 

‘India is different.’ 
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‘Of course it is. India has a Gandhi and America has a 
Ford. A big difference.’ 

The woman lauglicd. 

^Akh, Nikolai Borisontch, how glib of tongue you have 
become!’ It was evident that she and tlic Communist were 
in perpetual disagreement. 

‘UHiat do you mean, glib of tongue?’ he replied with 
indignation. ‘Think for yourself. Ford is a builder of 
factories, helps swell the ranks of the proletariat and is 
therefore bringing the world closer and closer to the day 
when the proletariat ssill bring humanity the redemption 
it needs. But Gandhi is only an idler. He would destroy 
all factories, keep the proletariat from developing, and hold 
the world in perpetual darkness. There now.’ 

‘You surely have crammed up on your catechism,’ com- 
plimented Alaria Lvovna’s husband, ‘I congratulate you 
on your studiousness.’ 

The Communist was visibly pleased, but said nothing. 

‘And you really don’t believe that a Revolution in America 
must come?’ Tanya persisted. 

‘You silly girl,’ said Maria Lvovna, ‘can you imagine a 
revolution in a country' where there are no waiting lines in 
shops and where meat and bread and cheese and butter 
and sugar and candy' and dry' goods can be obtained in 
abundance every^vhere?’ 

‘Don’t forget the eight million unemployed, Maria 
Lvovna,’ tlic Communist exclaimed. 

‘Have vou lemons and oranges in America, too?’ 

‘Yes.’ ' 

‘And here there is not a lemon or an orange to be had,’ 
the middle-aged ^\•oman broke in bitterly. 

‘There will be, tlierc will be,’ tlie Communist assured 
her, ‘and all of us will be able to buy them. In America 
tliey have these things, but only the rich can enjoy them. 
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The proletarian does not know what oranges and lemons 
arC) excepting perhaps when he is sick/ 

‘How do you know all this?’ the woman questioned 
impatiently. 

‘Well, read Upton Sinclair and sec what he says about 
the life of the American proletarian. You will get another 
side of die picture. It cannot be otherwise in a land where 
there is exploitation, can it? The other day I read in the 
Pravda that the American government is asking the farmer 
to reduce his wheat acreage by t^venty-fivc per cent. That 
means less income, and therefore greater distress for the 
farming population. And when they have a surplus in 
America, what do they do? Dump it- into the ocean so as 
to stabilize prices. Imagine dumping fruits, and other things 
which people might use, to the fish! And they burn corn for 
fuel, too, so as to get rid of it. It is clear that under capitalism 
there is always economic anarchy, and under socialism, 
economic integration and rationalization. That is why 
under capitalism you have on the one hand storehouses 
packed with goods and produce, and on the other, millions 
of people unable to make use of it because they are 
poor. . . .’ 

‘And under socialism,’ someone added, ‘we have nothing 
anyway.’ 

‘No storehouses and no goods,’ someone else remarked. 

‘Wait, wait. Have patience!’ tire Communist insisted. 

‘Until the end of the five-year plan,’ said Maria Lvovna. 
Everybody, including the Communist, chuckled. 

Thus, with much drinking of tea and eating of excellent 
sandwiches, the conversation flowed on and on, touching 
subject after subject, livened up now and then by a merry 
exchange of banter between the Communist and the others. 

Later in the evening we were joined by two other people 
who lived in this flat, Grigory Mikhailovitch, and his wife, 
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Sofya Fyodoro\Tia. He was tall and slender, wadi a stooping 
back, thin lips, and a receding chin. He appeared crc.st- 
fallcn. His wife was a small \ivacious-lookincr woman. Thev 
had just come from the street, and their clothes were glisten- 
ing with drops of rain. Both, I learned, were litcra !7 
people, he a writer and she on the editorial staff of a co- 
operative publishing house. 

‘Let us start tliis conversation about America all over 
again,’ Sofya Fyodoroxma suggested, when I told her that 
earlier in the evening the questions she was putting to me 
had already been answered in considerable detail, with 
objections and amplifications and corrections on the part of 
Nikolai Boriso\atch. 

‘You must at least give me an American cigarette,’ she 
said gaily. 

I told her tliat the supply I had brought with me had 
already been used up. 

‘jYu, Nikolai Boriso\'itch,’ she twitted the Communist, 
‘if your American proletarian \vould do something about 
that revolutionary' uprising that is supposed to be spreading 
in the world, we could at least gel some decent cigarettes.’ 

‘A7r//a'0, Sofya Fyodorovna, don’t despair.’ 

‘But cigarettes - that is such a small thing. It’s really a 
disgrace,’ she continued with good-humoured irony. ‘All 
these capitalist nations have cigarettes to burn, and their 
revolutionary proletarians arc not making the least effort to 
lay tlicir hands on them and send tliem to us. Isn’t that 
disgraceful, Nikolai Borisovitch?’ 

‘Wait, Sofya Fyodorovna; it won’t be long now. We’ll 
have cigarettes and everything else,’ tlic Communist 
solaced her. 

‘After the five-year plan,’ someone suggested, and 
everybody chuckled. 

The conversation went on in a gay, friendly fashion, with 
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Sofya Fyodorovna, bright and pleasant and brimming 
with humour, turning arguments into jests and parodies 
that amused even the Communist, Only Grigory Mikhailo- 
vitch was silent. He was not even drinking his tea. The 
conversation passed by him without stirring any perceptible 
response. He did not seem to hear the quips and laughter. 
He sat huddled over the table as though he were cold, 
sunk in reflection. Once his wife turned to him and said: 

‘Cheer up, my dear, to-morrow is meat day, and what is 
more, at my office we have been promised cigarettes - a 
good brand, too.’ 

‘I hope tliey keep their promise; that will be something,’ 
he replied glumly, and lasped into silence again. The others, 
however, carried on the conversation with unabated zest. 
They had touched on tlie subject of the past winter’s crusade 
against private property, and the methods resorted to by 
Party men and officials - sordid stories most of them were. 

There was a famous physician’s widow' who was so 
frightened when the brigade of searchers invaded her 
apartment that she jumped out of tire rvindow. There 
was a girl whose father could not pay the tax that had 
been levied on him. All her possessions were confiscated, 
including her bed, which, according to the law, was not 
supposed to be taken. There was a well-known merchant’s 
son whose wife was on the point of giving birth to a child. 
The husband went to the chairman of the house committee, 
a former janitor of his, with the request that they be allowed 
to remain in the apartment long enough for their baby to be 
born. Whereupon the former janitor replied: ‘Citizen L — , 
all these years you have been drinking our blood; now it is 
about time we drank a little of yours,’ There was the wife of 
an employee, a non-Party man, who had all her dresses, 
all her bedding, all valuables, including her wedding ring, 
seized and confiscated. There was the regulation ordering 
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non-citizcns to brint' gold with them if they u-ished to have 
gold fillings made for them by dentists. Story .after slora*. 
all emphasizing the mcrcilcssncss of the Ru'^sian revolution- 
aries in their attach on their enemies. The Communist 
listened \sithout perceptible annoyance. He neither denied 
nor affirmed the stories. He seemed not especially interested. 
Now and then he said ‘Yes, there might have been abuses, 
with the searching brigadiers exceeding their powers. They 
were not supposed to do these things.’ 

‘\^^ly, then, weren’t they stopped at once?’ 

‘The authorities didn’t know of it.’ His answer evoked 
general laughter. 

‘You have the courage to tell us that,’ chided the middle- 
aged ■woman, ‘when all these depredations took place right 
under the nose of the Kremlin!’ 

‘Have it your way,’ said the Communist calmly. ‘I say 
the Kremlin did not know the details; when it learned of 
them it brought the guilty men to account.’ 

‘Ah, the things those brigands did!’ someone else 
exclaimed. ‘Bozhe moj,* what a nightmare! People were 
put out into the street with no place to go to for .shelter - 
.and their children too - No pity, no human feeling. .And 
the “dckoolackization” in the villages - what a horror that 
was! Tlte whole tiling w.as like a nation-wide that’s 

what it w.as.’ 

‘Now, please don’t use such strong language.’ the Com- 
munist for once spoke \sath resentment. ‘We didn’t kill 
anybody c.xccpt when we ^vcrc attacked.’ 

‘Yes, it is true, you did not d.ash babies’ heads against 
brick walls like the Old Black Hundreds. f and you did 
not rip people’s bellies open with butcher knivrs. No, you 
did not do these things. But think of the men and women 
and children whom your confiscations and banishments 

• 'GockJ Ixirdl' . t Kcjct.or.ar;.' Cz^r.'i 
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have left without bread, at the mercy of the winter and 
hunger?’ 

‘Of course, it is revolution,’ Tanya interceded, ‘and, sad 
as it may be, in a revolution opposing classes do battle 
against one another.’ 

‘Of course!’ the Communist interjected. ‘A revolution 
is no football game. It is fight to the dcatlil’ 

‘But is it not time to bring this fight to an end? How long 
must it continue?’ 

‘Yes - how long?’ 

‘As long as we have enemies.’ 

‘So you’ll keep on until your enemies are extermin- 
ated?’ 

‘Why exterminated? Let them stop wrecking our 
plans.’ 

‘Oh tovarishtsh Communist,’ tlae middle-aged woman 
cried, ‘if only there is a God in heaven who some day wll 
give you Communists a dose of your own medicine. How 
I’d like to be present and hear what you’d have to say.’ 

‘Let God rest in His eternal peace,’ said the Com- 
munist. 

Then something happened, so suddenly, so violently, 
that it left us all speechless. Grigory Mikliailovitch, who had 
said scarcely a word all evening, jumped to his feet, tremb- 
ling, and shouted at the top of his voice: 

‘What are you all whining about? ^Vhy are you wailing 
like cats? What is the matter with you?’ 

We stared at him in astonishment; not even his wife was 
able to say a word. 

‘Get rid of your silly pretensions and your silly claims,’ 
he shouted again. 

‘What on eartli do you mean?’ Maria Lvovna at last 
found her voice. 

‘You all ought to know what I mean. You are not children, 
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Tnnya is right. This is revolution, class ^var, and it cannot 
stop.’ 

‘But all people have a right to live?’ 

‘Not always, do you hear?’ He pounded the table with 
his fists. His face went white and t^vitched conmlsively. 
‘All people, you say,’ he hurried on with a tremor in his 
voice as tliough he were on the verge of breaking into tears, 
‘but you and 1 are not people. W'c are only worms. Once 
for all remember tliat.’ 

‘Oh, your crazy fantasy again,’ his wife chided him. 

‘Supposing we arc worms,’ continued Maria Lvovna, *we 
have the breath of life in us and we arc entitled to con- 
sidcration.’ 

‘You arc getting all the consideration you arc entitled 
to,’ he snapped. 

‘Ask him,’ said his wife, ‘how he feels when I come home 
and tell him there is no meat to be had at the co-oper- 
ative store.’ 

His wfe’s words seemed to enrage him. He r.aiscd his 
fists in the air and shook them above his head as he shouted 
once more so loudly that his voice snapped into a squeak. 

‘Damn your meat! Damn your soap! Damn your sugar! 
^Vhat right have you to demand anything, you or I? Worms 
have no rights.’ 

His wife tried to calm him, but he brushed her aside. 
The Communist, in an evident desire to restore equanimity, 
also begged Grigory’ Alikhailov'itch to control himself. 
Finally he sat down and relaxed. 

Then one after another took him to t.ask for letting his 
temper nm away with him and for giving vent to such 
liorrible thoughts. 

‘What a philosopher you have become all of a sudden,’ 
his wife chided him, ‘a new Nietzsche - Hear, hear!’ 

‘Once we arc bom,’ said Maria Lvovna, ‘and have the 
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breath of life in us, we have a right to our share of happi- 
ness.’ 

‘Indeed we have,’ agreed her husband. 

‘Indeed, indeed!’ several voices chimed in. 

Suddenly Grigory Mikhailovitch was on his feet again. 

‘Wlio gave you tliat right - who?’ he shouted, striking the 
table wtli his fist. ‘How much happiness did the muzhik 
or the proletarian have in the old days? Wlio ever thought 
of their rights? Who ever cared a hang about them? The' 
proletarian was ^veak and he submitted, and exploiters rode 
on his back as on a camel. Now tliat he has power, of course 
he cares only for himself. All you moaners and grumblers 
make me ill!’ 

This time laughter greeted his words - rather forced 
laughter, I thought, impelled by a desire to suppress an 
unpleasant situation and bring an atmosphere of repose and 
cheer. But Grigory Mikhailovitch would not be muffled. 

‘How censorious he has become,’ said his vdfe. ‘Hearing 
him, you would think he never misses anytliing. If you are 
so disgusted with us, darling, what about yourself?’ 

‘Do you suppose I am pleased Avith myself?’ he answered. 
‘All^ you empty-minded dreamers, you good-for-nothing 
phantoms - make up your minds that you do not count. 
You are good for nothing. You have no muscle, no blood, 
and no nerve. You are no good. None of us is. We are a 
cursed lot - worms, worms! Only in the way! Be glad that 
you have not been stood up against a wall and shot -’ 

‘Hear him, hear him!’ his wife interrupted in an effort to 
turn aside his intenseness. Her face looked troubled. 

But he raced on, heedless of the interruption. 

‘If you are not satisfied, do away with yourself, blo^v your 
brains out. But for God’s sake, don’t weep, don’t whine. 
It will do you no good and it only makes you contemptible. 
Let those who have strength live and rule and speak of rights. 

104 



BEYOND THE BALE 


But you/ he pointed at Maria Lvovna, at licr iuiri)and, at 
his own wife and at several others in the room, ‘you arc 
dead. You are dead! You walk and cat and sleep, l)ut you 
arc dead. I am dead. We arc all dead.’ 

‘I will not hear such language from you!’ his wife pro- 
tested, in tears. 

‘You had better hear it, all of you.’ lie shot i)ack vehe- 
mently. ‘Hear it, and then for God’s sake shut up!’ He 
dashed out of the room. His wife, brushing the tears from 
her eyes, followed him, and Maria Lvo\Tia, saying he might 
need medical attention, left also. A buaz of whispering 
stirred the room as everybody ^^•orricd about Grigorv- 
Alikhailovitch and wondered what could have come o\ cr 
him. Never, his neighbours declared, had they seen him 
so wrought up, though he never had been of a cheerful 
nature, like his wife. In a few minutes Maria Lvovna 
returned. It was only a ease of shattered nciA’cs and over 
excitement, she said. Soon Sofya Fyodorovna .also joined 
us, smiling reassurance. Grigon’ Milhailoviich, she said, 
had gone to bed; in the morning, after a good night’s sleep, 
he would be himself again. 

^Vc talked in little groups, and Maria Lvovna, fetching 
a freshly boiling samovar, poured more tea. I sat near 
Sofya Fyodorovna, and as she w.as passing tea and sand- 
wiches to me she said she felt like apologizing for her husband. 
He was, she assured me, a delightful fellow, brilliant, 
kindly and genial. Only he had been having endless troubles 
with Soviet editors because of his apparent inability to 
infuse into his characters the kind of ideology that fitted the 
revolutionary spirit of the times. That very morning he 
had two stories returned, though the editor w.as lavish in 
his pr.aise of the style and the plots. ‘He is a sensitive person,’ 
continued Sofva Fvodorovna. ‘These tilts with the editors 
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disturb him greatly; lie feels discouraged and regards liim- 
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My chief object, of course, was not Moscow but llic old 
village where I was born, and its surrounding countin’sidc. 
It was the effect of tlie socialist offensive on the peasantry 
that I wished to ascertain, and a few days later 1 was on 
my way to my ultimate destination. I reached the city of 

M early one morning, and learned that the train for 

tlie final lap of my railroad journey was not leaving until 
evening. Here I was, tlien, in this proHneial toum witli 
a full day at my disposal. 

But in Russia, if one has an interest in the passing scene, 
time never drags. In tlie midst of friends in a bustling 
metropolis, or among utter strangers in a mud-sunk hut 
out on the steppes, the physical surroundings may be oppres- 
sive, but the social panorama never is, for Russian humanity 
is alwaj's of absorbing interest, and never more so than in 
these da)’s of stress and excitement over the collectivization 
of land and the five-year plan. \Vhcrcvcr you go, people 
arc in a communicative mood. GPU or no GPU, they will 
talk, and witli an intimacy and an eloquence that move and 
often overwhelm and charm no less. I was quite content, 
therefore, with the delay. I knew that tlicre would be much 
to sec and even more to hear. 

I had spent some hours in this town seven years before, 
on my first visit to Ru.^sia after the Revolution. Ofits railway 
station at that time I wrote that it was ‘a wreck with only 
the front part held together, none too securely, by stalwart 
logs and manifold scaffoldings.’ Nov.’ it w.as completely 
rebuilt, and its immense waiting rooms with their huge 
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windows, their cement floors and whitewashed walls were a 
joy to the eye. They were clean, too, with no paper, no 
remnants of food, or debris of any kind scattered about - 
and, miracle of miracles, there were but few flies! As' 
always, masses of people were waiting for trains, most of 
them peasants, with tea-kettles, sacks of provender, and 
bundles of bedding piled around them. They sprawled 
on the benches, the floor, tlie doorsteps, the sidewalks 
outside, singly and in groups, some awake, some asleep, and, 
whatever tlieir inner feelings, their faces showed no signs 
of disturbance. Well-booted, decently clothed, amply fed, 
they seemed comfortable and contented. Some of them were 
eating food they had brought along, of course - raw salt 
pork, hard-boiled eggs, cheese, butter, home-made sausage: 
delicacies which could not be obtained in town, except in 
the open market and at atrocious prices. Some of..them 
were smoking funnel-like cigarettes which they rolled deftly, 
using scraps of newspaper. Others gazed listlessly at the 
passing scene, read newspapers and pamphlets, or conversed 
with their neighbours. A group of them gathered around 
a youth with a shaven head and were listening to his loud 
and animated reading of the programme of the Commissary 
of Agriculture for the ensuing year. In a corner, squeezed 
in between a long table and the walls, another group sur- 
rounded a beggar with one blind eye and a' wooden leg, who 
was playing an accordion and singing humorous songs. 
Bursts of laughter and applause greeted his neatly phrased 
thrusts at the new rulers and their ways. Several soldiers 
and a GPU officer who were among the listeners, laughed 
with the rest at his parodies, perhaps not as boisterously as 
the others, but with evident enjoyment none the less. 
Outwardly at least, these crowds in the waiting room were 
in a hoHday mood, without a care in the world, intent solely 
on having a good time. 
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Only \vhcn I turned to tlic huficl was I made aware of 
the desolation which the socialist ofiencive of the past 
winter had brought in its train. Except for a few pieces of 
herring, a plate of fly-spcckcd cheese, a bowl of jiapcr- 
v.Tappcd candies and stacks of black bread cut in huge 
slices, its counters were bare. Only the enormous samovar, 
sizzling audibly, reminded one of the plenty of former 
times. Gone were the platters of cheese, the strings of 
sausage, the heaps of boiled beef and fried chicken, the 
white rolls, the pastries, the mounds of chocolate bars that 
only a year before crowded the buffet counters in even* 
fair-sized raihvay station. Vet crowds of people were waiting 
in long lines to purchase what food there was. ‘Any biscuits?’ 
I asked the attendant when my turn came. ‘Xot one,’ he 
barked. Then, wlhout waiting for an order, he handed me 
two slices of black bread on a plate, gave me a ticket for tea, 
and immediately turned to the next man. 

I partook of the bread .and the tea and went ofT to the 
post ofiice behind the station to send a telegram to a friend 
telling him I \vould arrive the next morning. Mere, as cverv-- 
where else, a long queue was waiting. I obtained a blank, 
■\%Totc out my message, and took my place at the end of the 
line. It moved with incredible .slowness, for there w.as only 
one clerk on duty, and he was the whole post ofiice. He 
sold the st.amps, registered the letters, sent ofi' the parcels, 
received and paid out postal saving deposits, accepted 
money orders, dispatched tclegranvs and sold stationers'. 
Tlirough the glass cage that separated him from the public 
I could see him hard at work writing, blotting, figuring on 
the ever present abacus, clipping receipts with the sci'mrs, 
counting and recounting change, pausing no'.v and then to 
•argue with a customer over the writing of an nddre.^s or the 
wrapping of a parcel. The numerous ofilci.al details required 
to complete each transaction did not of counc speed up the 
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service, and the many persons waiting to post parcels, the 
mailing of which in Russia is always a ceremonious affair, 
delayed things still more. 

A woman carrying a basket loaded with produce took 
her place directly behind me. She was large and heavy, 
with a moist red face and an open mouth through which 
she breathed audibly. She was restless, and kept straining 
her head from side to side impatiently, as if in the hope that 
this Nvould somehow quicken the movements of the queue. 
Several times she asked me to hold her place for her as she 
stepped out to see if anydiing in particular was holding up 
the line. She talked continuously. She could not under- 
stand ^vhy so many people had come with parcels just at a 
time when she ^vas in such a desperate hurry. That was her 
luck! She had left a three-months-old baby at home in 
charge of a six-year-old girl who was no more dependable 
than a kitten. For the past three hours she had been stand- 
ing in line at the co-operatives and looking through the 
bazaars; in the meantime heaven only knew what had 
happened to the baby! Several of her neighbours in the 
queue commiserated with her and proceeded to tell of their, 
own troubles. One had a husband whose heart was bad 
and who could eat only milk soup and rice. But the local 
co-operatives had been out of rice for weeks, so she was 
now sending money in a registered letter to a friend in 
Moscow, a Party man, in the hope tliat he could obtain 
rice there and send it on to her. A young woman with 
a flushed face and tragic eyes said that she was waiting 
there to send money to her father, a former merchant who 
had been exiled to a village in Vologda early that spring. 

As she spoke her eyes grew moist. The fat woman, catching 
my eye, shook her head dolefully and sighed. Soon these '' 
women were chattering with one another like old friends, 
though it was evident that they had never before met. 
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I know of no place in the world, not even the harri coaches 
on Rus'^ian train':, where people pel ?o intimately acquainte<l 
with each other in a short lime. a<: in these endless Rii'dan 
queues. 

A loud voice at the head of the line suddenly silenced the 
babble of conversation and everyone listened to an argument 
which had flared up between the clerk and a customer. 
The customer, a broad-shouldered youth whose sun-baked 
face and workman’s suit were equally besprinkled ssath 
lime, demanded everything nccessar)’ for a letter. The 
clerk gave him an envelope and a stamp, but no paper, 
explaining that he had none left. 

‘How can I write a letter to my mother if I have no paper?’ 
queried the youth earnestly. The clerk refused to answer. 
‘Why arc you sold out?’ the youth demanded indignantly. 

‘How should I know?’ said the clerk. ‘.Ask my superiors.’ 
Meanwhile the line was held up and cvcr\'onc in it bnsvlrd 
at the young fellow to move on. .Slowly he turned around, 
' shouted ‘Vredi(el!^* at the clerk so loudly that everybody 
could hear, and walked away. The clerk, not disposed to 
tolerate such an insinuation, jumped to his feet, thrust his 
head out of the srindow and called after the youth. 

‘^Vhat sort of a vredild am I? Shame on you for flinging 
such an insult at me.’ He turned to the awaiting crowd as 
if for vindication, and continued, ‘I am forty-three years 
old. I sweat every day in this stuffy post ofiicc for forty-two 
rotibles a month, and he says I am a vrfdttd!' 

‘Shame, shame,’ exclaimed several voices, and the youth, 
recovering his good humour, cxpl.ainrd that he meant tio 
harm, and had blurted out the word bccau'c he had lost 
his temper. The clerk, .satisfied tvitli tlic r.vpl.an.aiion, 
returned to his work, while the youth, smiling and blu'hing 
and .as if in apologs' to the people who had heard him, 

• Literally 'dan'.2::er/ 
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admitted that he had used tlie epithet unjustly. I pulled out 
several sheets of paper from my brief-case and offered them 
to him. Instantly the eyes of everybody were on me and 
my brief-case, and I could hear the remarks: ‘Evidently a 
foreigner,’ ‘Sure, a foreigner,’ ‘Wliat a beauty!’ (meaning 
the brief-case) . The girl whose father was in exile informed 
me that, being a foreigner, I did not have to ^vait in line, 
and several others, wdth that respect and generosity which 
Russians never fail to show to a foreigner, suggested that 
I go right up to the window; the clerk would attend to my 
wishes immediately, they assured me. That, of course, 

I knew. By sho\ving his passport or his credentials, a foreigner 
in Russia can usually obtain instant service. But this time 
I refused to avail myself of my privilege. Since I had plenty 
of time it seemed to me tliat I might as well stay here and 
wait for further incidents. 

Quiet ensued. The clerk continued to -write and blot 
and compute on the abacus. Engrossed in his work, he 
often read tire addressee on parcels, and even messages in 
telegrams, aloud to himself, which of course he was not 
supposed to do. But nobody resented this betrayal of privacy. 
What is privacy to people who, rvith little or even rvith no 
encouragement, turn their very souls inside out to a chance 
acquaintance? 

In my preoccupation with watching and listening I 
failed to notice that my turn at the window had come. But 
my companions lost no time in reminding me of it. I disposed 
of my telegram, but I did not go out. The queue rvas now 
gro-wing longer and longer and two of the latest arrivals, 
both women, were arguing heatedly over their places. 

I stationed myself in a corner and began to wite letters. 
The proletarian youth approached me again and asked '' 
apologetically if I would oblige him with another piece of 
paper. When I offered it to him he did not depart. Instead 
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he began to talk, or rather to ask questions, in the manner 
of Russians when they meet a foreigner. ^Vhe^e had I come 
from? IVhat was I doing in to\\'n? Ho^v did I like the 
, Soviet regime and the new building programme? How was 
* the revolutionary movement progressing in foreign lands? 
WTiat was the foreign proletarian saying about the Bol- 
sheviks? And ho\v much did I pay for my brief-case; would 
I sell it if he paid me cash at once? Ah, what a brief-case! 
What leather, what workmanship! He had never seen one 
like it. But then, at the end of the five-year plan they too 
would have brief-cases like mine; perhaps even better ones; 
they would have everything in abundance and there ■\vould 
be no more waiting in line, for everybody would have his 
orders delivered at home - Michevo! Only, people must have 
patience and forbearance and not complain too much. 

As he was speaking, a basket-laden woman marched up 
to the clerk’s ^vindow and took her place at the head of the 
y' line. In answer to the chorus of protests at her action, she 
explained calmly that she did not have to stand in line. 

‘What do you mean, you don’t have to?’ someone chal- 
lenged angrily. ■ 

‘Yes, what do you mean?’ several others repeated. 

I am drawing out money from the savings department, 
and that I can do out of my turn,’ she retorted. 

The clerk put his head out of &e window and confirmed 
her words. 

That ended the protests, but not the dissatisfaction. 
A woman near the end of the line raised a firesh complaint. 
She did not understand, she declared, why anyone should 
come to this particular post office to withdra^v money, 
when there were scattered all over the city so many other 
places that paid out savings deposits. Several persons in 
the line agreed with her, and their comments did not 
escape the ears of the accused woman. 
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‘What else could I do?’ she said pleadingly. ‘I am on 
my way to Moscow with my sick daughter. I leave an order 
witli the porter to buy two tickets for the hard coach, and 
he informs me that sleeping places in the hard coaches are 
all sold out; he can get us sleeping places only in the soft 
coaches he says, but that costs a good deal more. I have to 
get tlie money in a hurry. At the savings ^vindow in the 
waiting room there is a long line of people, so I come here,’ 
The explanation was unanswerable, and .now, instead of 
censure, people had only words of sympathy for her. 

Hardly had she gone ^vhcn a little man, a hunch-back 
with a wiry black beard and a protruding nose which 
imparted to his face a rabbit-like appearance, hurried into 
the room and dashed up to tlie service window in front of 
the queue. A volley of angry voices shouted at him to get 
into line, but he did not budge. ■ 

‘I have brought money to deposit,’ he announced, ‘so 
why shouldn’t I be waited on ahead of you?’ 

That seemed to be a satisfactory answer, for nobody 
made any further objection, though one man, speaking as 
if to himself, remarked that he did not see why any excep- 
tions should be made for people with money to draw out 
or to deposit. Someone else felt called upon to explain that 
if such a ruling had not been made, people would not readily 
bring their money to tire savings department; they would 
keep it at home, and that would be bad for the government, 
would deprive it of the use of all these sums. 

‘All tliese sums,’ muttered the original complainant, 
‘these miserable pennies!’ 

‘But,’ protested the other rvith feeling, ‘these miserable 
pennies buy machines and tractors, and that is helping the 
five-year plan, isn’t it?’ 

The man muttered something inaudible and dropped 
the discussion. 
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The queue now began to move more quickly, and it 
looked as if the interruptions might be at an end. This was 
reckoning without Russian realities, however, for soon the 
clerk’s stentorian voice boomed out again. 

‘You haven’t written a return address on your letter.’ He was 
speaking to a youth who wished to have a letter registered. 

‘Write it, then,’ said the youth, ‘village P , district 

T , section O .’ 

‘Write it yourself,’ said the clerk. ‘Don’t you see all 
these people waiting for me to attend to them?’ 

‘But, tovarisktsk’ the youth protested meekly, ‘I cannot 
write; I have never learned.’ 

‘You?’ burst out the hunchback, ‘So young, too! What 
are you, a proletarian or a peasant?’ 

‘I am a peasant.’ 

‘And you never went to school?’ 

‘Never.’ 

f ‘Aren’t you ashamed of yourself, when our government 
^ does so much to teach people, especially the young, to read 
and write?’ 

‘But I’m not to blame!’ the youth protested, his face red 
with embarrassment. ‘My father always wandered about 
from place to place, and when he finally settled down, it 
was in a village where there was no school.’ 

‘And where do you come from?’ 

‘North, away up in Murmansk. There the Soviets have 
not built as many schools as here in the city. The proletarian 
always gets the best of everything.’ 

This was an unfortunate remark for a peasant youth to 
make in the presence of city people. It caused an instant 
commotion. 

‘You peasants,’ a woman burst out hotly, ‘you don’t have 
to get the best of everything, you have it already — pork, 
butter, cheese, eggs, milk!’ 
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Others joined in, and excitement rose so high that even 
the clerk, who put his head out of the window and begged 
for order, could not quiet the crowd. Seeing this, the clerk 
did not insist; instead he lighted a cigarette and listened. 

‘Seven and eight roubles for a pound of butter, that’s 
what the peasants are asking.’ 

‘Three roubles for ten eggs.’ . 

‘Twenty-five roubles my neighbour paid for a little pig, 
and when she brought it home it died.’ 

‘And they cheat on the weights.’ 

‘And water their nailk.’ 

‘The dirty cheats!’ 

‘The militia ought to do something about it, arrest the 
rascals.’ 

‘The militia! They are too busy admiring themselves in 
their new boots.’ 

The young man, speechless widi perplexity and dismay, 
looked like a hunted animal. Only when the excitement had 
abated did he find his tongue. 

‘But you don’t understand,’ he stammered out to the 
throng, ‘up north where I come from it is different. We 
haven’t even enough bread. Things don’t grow there like 
they do in these parts. We have only the fish that we catch.’ 

Another youth, evidently city-bred, for he was smoking 
a factory-made cigarette, tried to reassure his countryman: 

‘JV«, when the land is collectivized, then there \vill be 
everything for everybody everywhere, even in Murmansk, 
and at low prices, too.’ 

A loud guffaw from a tall man who was leaning on a 
cane greeted these words. So loud was this gufifaw and so 
obstreperous that people turned their eyes on tlie man, 
and he, suddenly aware of the attention he had attracted, 
drew back as though conscious of guilt and fearful of punish- 
ment. That he was or had been a man of means - a mer- 
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chantj a lawyer, a contractor, a man of repute in the town, 
was evident from his appearance, from the trim of his beard, 
the cut of his clothes, and the collar and tie he was wearing. 
The youth with the cigarette eyed him with stiff contempt 
and muttered something under his breath. But the man 
never even turned to look at the speaker. 

‘Well,’ said the hunchback to the boy, ‘give me your 
letter. I’ll write the address for you; but you go to school. 
It is a shame for a young man like you in these days to be 
illiterate. If you live in this town, come to the likbez* of 
my union, we’ll take care of you.’ 

I left the post office and strolled into the street. The sim 
was high and warm and masses of people with their cum- 
brous bundles were streaming in and out of the station. 
Whence had they come? Where were they going? Why 
were people traveUing so much in Russia these days? It 
was not autumn, when students start for school. It was not 
spring, the season when peasants from this region stream 
homeward from the city. It was the beginning of smiuner. 
Of course the constant call for new hands from the htmdreds 
of factories under construction all over the covmtry, ac- 
counted in part for this rush to the trains, but only in part. 
Something else was drawing people somewhere, everywhere; 
and whatever it was, the spectacle of them surging in masses 
to all parts of the country made one stirringly aware of the 
fresh waves of feverishness that had come over Russia. 

I sauntered around the public square which spread 
apron-like in front of the r^way station. On one side, 
within the shadow of a tumbling fence that was overhung 
by the tops of little trees, a long row of izvoshtchiks had 
stationed themselves. Their drozhkys were the most battered 
I had seen, with tops, bodies, and wheels patched and 
repatched until they looked as ancient and scrappy as the 

* Illiteracy Committee. 
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drivers themselves with their unshaven faces, their frayed 
heavy overcoats and their tattered boots. Several of them 
hailed me and offered to drive me into town, but I waved 
them aside, and stood facing them. 

One of them asked for a cigarette, and when I gave it 
to him, the others - all of them, it seemed to me - hastily 
swarmed round begging for cigarettes. Luckily I had 
enough to go round, and as they smoked tliey launched into 
eager, heated talk. Times were bad for the izvoshtchiks, and 
they were much upset. The peasant, the proletarian, the 
office man, were living in security and knew one diy where 
their bread would come from tlie' pext, but not the izvosht- 
ckik. And why not? Because he had no friends - everybody 
hated him. The very Soviets who had come to succour the 
poor were snatching the last shce of bread from the izvoshi- 
chik. For ages and ages he had handled all passenger traffic 
in that town, to the satisfaction of everyone; and now the 
Soviets had built a tram, so tliat folk could ride all over 
the town for ten copecks - ten dirty copecks ! As though 
there were not enough other tilings that tlie Soviets could 
build - bath-houses, children’s homes, workers’ clubs. Why 
did they have to start a tram? And above all, ivhy did 
they import buses that ran all the way to the suburbs and 
carried folk fifteen versts for twenty copecks? And now there 
was talk of a row of taxis to be brought in tlie following 
year. What for? Did not izvoshtchiks have to eat? And every 
day prices were jumping higher and higher. If only bread 
had not been rationed. The year previous they could 
buy enough for themselves and their horses, and it was so 
much cheaper than oats. But now one was allowed only 
enough bread for one’s own needs, and the izvoshtchiks had 
to buy oats for their horses, at eight and ten roubles a pood. 
Where were they to get the money? People did not want to 
pay decent prices any more; they called the izvoshtchik 
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*robber,’ ‘koolack,’ -damager,’ ‘counter-revoltitionary.’ No 
respect, no tolerance, no sympathy - what a life and what 
a fate for an izvoshfchik under the Soviets! Of course the 
authorities proposed a way out - the one they were proposing 
to everybody they were ruining - the kolhoz. A new heaven 
it was, this kolhoz, for all sinners and all saints and everybody 
else. But an izvoshtchik was no muzhik and no shop-keeper 
and no loafer. He knew only his horse, his drozhky, the 
streets of the city and nothing else! What would he do in a 
kolhoz? This summer he might be able somehow to struggle 
along; but when autumn and winter came, what could he do? 

I rambled on from street to street until I strayed into the 
big market place. Here life roared. Row on row of peasant 
carts with all manner of produce - butter, cheese, eggs, 
meats, vegetables, live chickens, live pigs - stretched from 
one end of the square to the other. City people, chiefly 
women with their omnipresent straw baskets, marched in 
an endless procession from cart to cart, feeling the produce 
with their hands, sniffing the meat and the cheese and the 
butter, dipping their fingers into things and sampling them. 
They asked for prices and tried to bargain wth the peasants, 
but usually in vain. The latter stuck to their demands, and 
the city people snapped up the food eagerly, buying every- 
thing tlrat was offered, from scabby old radishes to squealing 
pigs. 

‘Why are you asking eight roubles for a pound of butter?’ 
I heard a pretty young woman ask a heavily moustached 
muzhik who was leisurely chewing away at his black bread 
and raw salt pork. ‘Over there is a man who is selling his 
for seven.’ 

‘Then buy from him,’ calmly replied the peasant. 

‘He has no more left,’ the woman remarked. 

‘Am I . to blame for that?’ chuckled the muzhik. ‘Do 
I control other people’s lives? Do I tell you what to do and 
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where to go? You are your own master, and I am mine. 
Do you understand, lady? I cannot sell butter for less than 
eight roubles a pound. Maybe the other man puts sawdust 
into his; how do I know?’ 

Without further protest the woman paid him his price. 
‘Children,’ she muttered to herself as if in apology, ‘must 
have butter.’ 

‘People are queer,’ pursued the peasant, addressing no 
one in particular and everyone who cared to listen. ‘If 
they’d bring soap, tobacco, kerchiefs, leather — for such 
things we could barter our goods. But no, they want to 
buy only for money, and they tliink that money no^vadays 
is the same as it used to be, when you could buy a pair of 
soles for twenty-five copecks. Now you go to the shoemaker, 
ask him to put on a pair of soles on your boots, and he wants 
twelve roubles. In the old days, for twelve roubles you 
could buy two new pairs of boots. . . .’ He turned to wait 
on freshly arrived customers. 

Everywhere there was the same swell of excitement, the 
same exchange of pithy banter, interspersed \Ndth words of 
acrimony and contempt. The peasants of course were 
impervious to sharp language. They would have their 
price or they would not sell. 

Above the tumult a voice boomed angrily: ‘Swne! You 
swine! Get away from here, get away.’ The speaker, an 
elderly, bearded peasant in heavy boots, ^vas standing on 
his wagon, pushing back a throng of buyers wth his hands. 
They protested vehemently, but he would not listen to 
them. ‘Get out!’ he shouted. ‘I have nothing more to sell, 
nothing. I’U take everything back home and dump it into 
the pig pen. Get out, I tell you!’ He seized a hand that was 
exploring the straw of his cart and thrust it out. Then he 
spread out his arms and forbade anyone to touch anything 
in his wagon. 
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‘Come, grandfather, don’t be foolish,’ a passer-by chided 
him. 

‘Foolish, foolish,’ he grunted in anger. ‘Two cheeses 
they have already ruined with their mauling, and the other 
day they broke half a dozen eggs. Who is the loser? I am. 
They, must dig their dirty hands into everything and break 
it - the swine! Get out!’ he roared afresh. ‘I’ll sell nothing, 
nothing more! I’m going home.’ 

Some of the women evidently knew him and sought to 
flatter and coax him out of Iiis ill-humour. They praised 
his cheese, his butter, his eggs, above all, his fair-mindedness. 
Gradually the flattery and entreaties mollified him and he 
told the women that if they would line up as they did in a 
co-operative store and promise not to push and thrust one 
another aside, he would resume trade. They agreed, but 
he would not rise from his seat until they had actually 
carried out his wishes. 

To me it was an amazing spectacle. A mere muzhik, 
perhaps illiterate, enforcing his own discipline on city 
women in full view of crowds of people. In the old days he 
would have been so obliging and apologetic that he hardly 
would have dared to speak above a whisper to women out 
shopping in the bazaars. And now . . . how desperately 
times had changed! 

In another part of the bazaar a crowd was storming at 
a peasant who had brought several live geese to market, 
and still further on another crowd had lost its self-control 
and with harangues and shouts was pushing against a cart 
in which a middle-aged peasant woman sat. She had just 
arrived with three live pigs and everybody wanted to buy 
them, each offering the price she demanded. Everybody, 
in fact, was thrusting money toward her, and she did not 
know whose money to take. Frantic with distraction, she 
pleaded with them to control themselves, and wait until 
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she could attend to thcrti. But they clamoured for the pigs, 
flourishing their money before her eyes, pigs to supply the 
fat that everybody wanted for seasoning potatoes and kasha 
and soups. Frightened and overcome witli perplexity, the 
woman did not know what to do. Her voice trembled and 
her hands seemed paralysed. Presently a man came to her 
aid. Forcing money into her hands, he helped himself to 
one of the pigs. Two women did likewise, and the crowd 
dispersed as quickly as it had gathered. 

I felt someone nudging me. It was a tall peasant with a 
swartliy face, enormous moustaches and good-humoured 
heavy-lidded eyes. He excused himself for intruding, but 
explained tliat he thought I was a foreigner and just wanted 
to make my acquaintance. I follo^vcd him to his cart, 
where, with a flow of exuberance he proceeded to tell me 
of the respect that he had ahvays had for foreigners. He 
knew something of them, for during tire War he was a prisoner 
in Germany for three years, one in a military camp and two 
on a farm in Westphalia. He used to go to market in 
Westphalia. People were so different there; they didn’t 
push, they didn’t shout, they didn’t grab; they were cultured, 
not like ignorant Russians. 

He stuck his hand into a linen sack and brought out a 
handful of dried pears which he offered to me rvith an 
apology for not having a more worthy gift for ‘a foreign 
guest.’ Or perhaps I was hungry? He had bread, pork, 
pickles, and would gladly share them witli me. Then, 
growing more intimate, he confided that he had finished 
with the bazaar. Never again %vould he take his produce to 
any bazaar. The devil was in the bazaars. Everybody was 
cheating everybody else there. Was it not insane for peasants 
to demand, and for city folk to pay, eight roubles for a 
pound of butter? But the peasant was not to blame. The 
other day he wanted to buy a raincoat for his wife, and how 
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much did I suppose they asked for one in the open market? 
Seventy-five roubles, and in the co-operative the same coat 
was selling for sixteen. The manager of the co-operative 
had told him that if he would bring eggs, butter and meat, 
he could get goods in return for the full amount of his 
produce, and he would not have to wait in fine. He had 
a pig at home weighing ten poods, and he would take it 
straight to the co-operative. Why, in the open market a 
kilo of sugar cost eight roubles, and at the co-operative, 
only eighty-three copecks; a pair of boots in the open market 
cost seventy-five roubles or more, and in the co-operative, 
only twenty or twenty-five. He had done with the 
open market, where people were just skinning each 
other. 

Several women approached, and without even asking 
whether he had anything for sale, thrust their hands into 
the straw of the cart in search for possible produce. When 
they moved on he laughed and shook his head in dis- 
approval. ‘They don’t behave Hke that in Westphalia. 
Akh, people are so polite there!’ 

Continuing his confidences, he informed me that he was 
a primak* had married a woman with a home of her own 
and gone to live with her. They had five children and were 
a happy family, though only two of the children were his. 
Ah, if I would only pay them a visit! Would I? They 
would all be so happy to entertain me for a week, a month - 
as long as I cared to stay. Of course their home was no 
palace. They were not landowners. But his wife was an 
excellent housekeeper; he had taught her a few things that 
he had learned in Westphalia, and they kept their house 
clean. They had their walls papered and hung with 
pictures, and no pig or chicken ever crossed their doorstep. 

* A man who, at marriage, goes to live in his wife's house and assumes 
charge of her household. 
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Never. Animals were kept in tlieir proper place, outside, 
just as in Westphalia. 

‘You would like our home,’ he raced on wth increasing 
eagerness, ‘you would enjoy my family, my wife and my - 
cliildrcn, and I Avant to tell you that we have things - meat, 
milk, eggs, pickles, dried fruit, even white flour, all our 
own. Please come.’ 

I assured him that much as I should like to avail myself 
of his invitation, it ^vas impossible, as I had arranged to 
leave that very evening for a different part of the country. 
He was visibly disappointed. 

‘Well,’ he suggested after a lengthy pause, and witli that 
friendliness and humility which makes the Russian peasant 
as touching and lovable a person as tliere is in the ■world, 
‘if you cannot come now, maybe you can some other time. 
We’ll have so much fun together, and it \sili be interesting 
for you to see our village and make the acquaintance of the 
people there. Come on a Sunday if you can, and sec how 
our folk dress. Oh, peasants protest and whine and say 
they have nothing, but you should see the -way our girls 
dress up on Sunday. You would never think they were 
peasants - soft-leather shoes and rubbers, satins even, and 
silks.’ 

Then he shifted to a more serious subject. 

‘There is a kolhoz in our village,’ he went on gravely, 
‘but I haven’t joined it, and I am bothered a lot as to what 
I should do. Of course I am very happy as I am. We 
have seven dessiatins of land, two cows, tins horse, twenty- 
five hens, six sheep and three pigs, and we work our land 
not like other muzhi/cs but witli sense and system, 
just as a Bauer in Westphalia would do. I earn something 
otherwise, too, playing the accordion. I play quite well. 
Once I hear a tune I can play it right off. I am besieged 
•with invitations to play at weddings. But I have to be 
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cautious, or the Soviet might say that I was making too 
much money, that I was a koolack, and, citizen, I’d rather 
be dead than be branded as a koolack and run the risk of 
being banished with the family to some God-forsaken forest 
in the north. But I won’t be caught. I won’t give them a 
chance to call me a koolack. I’d never hire an outside 
person to work for me even if all my crops were to rot in 
the field. I am a literate man. I read the papers and 
pamphlets. I know what is going on in this country, and 
I have learned to keep just within proper limits. Do you 
suppose that I couldn’t keep four cows? Of course I could. 
But I only have two, and in the autumn I’ll sell one. I am safer 
with one. But this kolhoz - the devil knows what is going to 
come of it. The local Soviet people give me no rest. They 
say they must have me in the kolhoz- I could establish order 
and discipline, and make it go. But I hate to give up my inde- 
pendence. I am so happy with my family now. Akh, if you 
would only come, so that we could all get together and talk 
it over at length! Please do try to come some time this 
summer. We shall be so pleased, so honoured!’ 

Sauntering about the town late that afternoon, I entered 
a co-operative restaurant. I thought of eating dinner there, 
but the crowds at the table and the closely packed queue 
at the door were not encouraging. I tried several other 
restaurants, but the same condition obtained everywhere, 
so I went back to the railway station. Being a transit 
passenger I was entitled to special consideration in the 
buffet, but I had not reflected that there were hundreds of 
others who deemed themselves entitled in the same con- 
sideration. However, I took my place in the far-stretching 
line to obtain my dinner checks from the cashier. Meals here 
were simple, they consisted of two courses, a vegetable 
or milk soup and either fish or kasha. There was no 
meat and no dessert, but the price was modest enough, 
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only eighty copecks. Tea could also be had, with plenty 
of sugar, at five copecks a glass. 

The ordeal of obtaining the checks over, I hunted for a 
vacant seat. At last I found one at a table near a window. 
Two young men and a girl were occupying the otlier three 
chairs. The men kept tlieir hats on, as did most of the people 
in the dining room, and they had brief-cases with them; evid- 
ently they were officials fromthcprovinccs. The girl, barehead- 
ed and barc-leggcd, was holding a parcel and an open book. 

The three must have been trying for some time to attract 
the attention of a waitress, for one of them, as much in fun 
as in disgust, began to clang his pocket knife against the 
glass. Waitresses wth red and sweaty faces, dressed in ^vhite 
gowns that were badly spotted with grease, scurried up and 
down between the tables, replying to impatient customers 
with the universal ceichas, ceiclias, a word wth an elastic or 
rather a variable meaning. Ordinarily it signifies ‘right 
away.’ Literally it means ‘this hour,’ and actually it means, 
‘this or any hour to-day, to-morrow or some other day.’ 
At last a waitress favoured us with her attention. She 
picked up the dishes left by the previous diners, brushed 
the spillings on the floor, took our checks and departed. 
Soon she returned with our soup, and then once more 
forgot us. We hailed her several times as she flitted by, but 
she dismissed us with her ever ready ceichas. Someone nearby 
then started beating %vith his spoon on a plate; otlier im- 
patient would-be diners joined in, and presently tlic room 
was a bedlam of noises. One grey-haired man sitting at a 
neighbouring table kept muttering to himself, but quite 
loud enough for us to overhear, ‘bezobrasie, bezobrasieP* 
As a waitress was passing by, he seized her arm and shouted ; 
‘Why do you torture us like this? Why are you workers in 
social dining halls such callous bureaucrats?’ 

* ‘Shame! Shamel’ 
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This pnrtirular waitress had evidently not yet learned 
to feel the stiny; of the word ‘hureaiicrat.’ or cl^c she had 
prnwn hardened. Quickly she wrenched herself loose, and 
dashed off to wait on people in the lower part of the room. 

' Thereupon the man jumped to his feet, sltovcd his chair 
back violently, and muiterint^, ‘Scandalous, scandalous!’ 
flung out of the room with such a show of annoyance that 
half of the restaurant turned to stare at him. Two men 
rushed for his chair, a youth with a shaved head and a 
middle-aged man with a red face and a fluffy beard. The 
youth got there first, and the middle-aged man, after a 
searching sun'cy of the room uath his big, naive eyes, took a 
place at the window immediately behind our table and 
waited for another vac.ancy. Irrepressibly loquacious, he 
turned to us and began straight away; 

‘There is no use getting impatient nowadays. A man with 
no self-control, like the citiren who just walked out in a huff, 
y may in a moment of excitement kill somebody or drop dead 
with a burst heart.' There being no reply, he drew away. 
Presently the two men at my table could no longer restrain 
their indignation. This lassitude, this disorder, this disregard 
for human patience and human needs! It was a shame - and 
they in such a hurry, too, to catch their train! They shouted 
at a passing w.ailress, but she paid no heed. Then one 
of them decided to go and give the manager a piece of his 
mind. He soon came back, and shortly aftcns'ards the 
manager himself, a little man with a bald head sunk between 
his shoulders, brought two portions of fish for the officials. 
‘I told my r.nc/intslvo,'* lie said, as if to justify himself, ‘that 
we needed more help, but they pay no attention to me, so 
what can I do?’ 

The officials hurriedly bolted down their food and left, 
and the bearded man instantly jumped into one of their 

• Chiefs or superior ofliciah. 
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seats. A woman wth a huge shawl over her head occupied 
the other. The man seemed to be in an expansive, yet 
pleasantly informal, mood. 

‘If people only knew,’ he said as if pursuing the vein of 
thought in which he had started earlier, ‘how important it is 
always to be in full control of one’s impulses, they would be 
much happier than they now arc.’ He paused and looked 
at the ^voman and the girl and me as if to ascertain whether 
we were companionable, and then continued: ‘Here I am, 
fifty-three years old. All my life I have been rushing about 
in search of happiness, always collecting things, more 
and more of them. Then came the Revolution and smashed 
everything, my belongings, my plans, my future. But one 
thing it left untouched - my disposition.’ He leaned over 
toward the girl as if to sec what she was reading, but she 
never raised her eyes. 

At last our waitress brought the orders for the girl and 
me. She set tlicm down, picked up the checks of the new- 
comers, and was gone again. The man looked about the / 
room which was now so packed that all tlic gangways were 
blocked and the rvai tresses had to shout to make their way 
through. Then his eyes rested on me and I could feel his 
fixed stare. Presently he asked me where I came from. 
When I told him he exclaimed; 

‘Such a long way from home, ah . . .’ 

Now of course I knew I was in for a voUey of questions, 
and they came one after the other. Then as if out of a 
feeling that he owed me information in return for that 
which I had given him, he proceeded to narrate tire story 
of his own life. He had once been an architect, a samouchka, 
self-educated. His father was a well-to-do peasant and lived 
in a village some fifty miles away. He had put up many a 
building of note on the estates of various landlords, but now 
his career was at an end. Day after day he sat at a desk, 
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going over drawings and columns of figures and getting one 
hundred and thirty-five roubles a month. Once he had 
planned to go abroad and perhaps to travel in America 
and see something of the skyscrapers there. But all the 
f travelling he now did was an occasional trip to his native 
village to buy flour, eggs, butter, meat. He did not even go 
to Moscow any more. 

The waitress came up again at this point with his and the 
woman’s soup, and both began eating with that rhythmic 
audibility which in Russia accompanies the consumption of 
all fluids. Suddenly he sat up as if struck by a startling idea. 
'DaP* he exclaimed, pointing at me with his forefinger, 
‘you are just the man to tell me something. The other 
evening some friends came to visit us, and we were talking 
about America . One of them said that he had read somewhere 
that Americans do not marry until late on thirty, thirty-five 
and even older. Is that true?’ 

‘Quite often it is,’ I replied. 

‘Really? And I thought that it couldn’t be true and 
argued that it wasn’t. It seemed so impossible! Why do 
such people marry at all?’ He stared at me as though 
expecting an answer, but I offered none. ‘Now here I am,’ 
he resumed, ‘I married at nineteen and now I have three 
children, all sons. Two of them are no longer at home — no 
use hanging round a father who cannot help them under a 
proletarian regime. One of them has almost disowned me; 
he is ashamed of having a father with a bourgeois past. 
He is a mechanic in the tractor factory in StaUngrad. He 
has not been home for three years and has even stopped 
writing letters, much to the distress of his mother. But he is 
still our son, and we have his picture on the wall! Do you 
understand? He still means a lot to us and he always will, 
whether he comes to see us or not. The other is away 

* ‘Yesl’ 
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studying agriculture and he docs keep up a more or less 
desultory relationship vrith us. He comes to sec us once or 
twice a year, and we have his picture, too, on the wall. Then 
there is the youngest, about seventeen. He is still with us. 
Now supposing my wfe and I had not married or had 
married late - she is fifty-two now and I am fifty-three — well 
we should have eaeh other, but that would be aU, and at 
our age people might die from some unforeseen eause. 
Suppose then tliat one of us did die, can you not see how 
dismal life would be for the odier? Children, citizen, good 
or bad, are the greatest boon in life. Have you a wife?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Ah! You know there is a Russian saying, “Not married 
at thirty and rich at forty, your life is lost!” ’ 

‘What rubbish,’ murmured the girl, looking up from her 
book. 

The man eyed her resentfully. 

‘Rubbish!’ he snorted. ‘ “Bourgeois ideology,” little girl, 
would have been a more becoming expression.’ Turning to 
me again he eontinued : 

‘And now the slogan is, “If you are not ruined at thirty 
and dead at forty, you are no good anyway!” ’ 

The girl squirmed \vith indignation. 

‘Why are you spewing out this nonsense?’ she cried re- 
proachfully. 

‘Nonsense? Is that what it is?’ he shot back witli irritation. 

‘Yes, nonsense, revolting nonsense. You just admitted 
that you were fifty-three, much older therefore than forty, 
yet you do not look in the least ruined and you certainly 
are not dead. You can talk more nonsense than anybody 
I’ve ever seen.’ 

‘Haw, haw, what a girl!’ and he laughed heartily. 

‘How old are you?’ he asked her. 

‘Eighteen.’ 
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‘A Komomolka?’'* 

‘No.’ 

*A plain citizenness?’ 

‘A plain citizenness.’ 

‘And a militant one! Well, well!’ 

^ * 

The girl tired of tire wrangle and returned to her book. 

‘Eighteen,’ repeated the man solemnly, ‘eighteen and she 
knows so much. She could surely tell us how many stars 
tlrere are in the sky. They are all like that, these young 
people. Take my son, Vassily, my youngest. He is not yet 
seventeen, and the other evening as we were sitting down to 
tea he confessed to his mother that he was in love with 
the daughter of a neighbour, a railway engineer, and what do 
you suppose he told us he wanted to do?’ 

‘Marry the girl?’ ventured the woman. 

‘Nothing of the sort,’ replied the man with a grimace of 
exasperation. ‘Marry the girl! - Hm - If it was only that 
'' he wanteid ! But no, he asked us if he could bring her to the 
house and live with her. Imagine that!’ 

‘Well, well, not so bad,’ remarked the woman with 
amused astonishment. 

‘We told him tliat it was impossible,’ he continued. 
‘The boy is so young, with his whole future ahead of him - 
study, work, a secure position somewhere in this chaotic 
Soviet world. And our two rooms are so small, with such a 
tiny kitchen that when a sack of flour or potatoes is set 
down or an armful of wood brought in my wife can hardly 
turn around. We argued long and earnestly with him and 
heaped reproaches on him, and what do you suppose he 
said? If we didn’t agree to let the girl come, he would leave 
us, go off to Stalingrad, where his oldest brother is, take the 
girl with him, find work for both and live with her there. 
That’s what he said.’ 

• Young Communist girl. 
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‘And what did his motlicr say?’ 

‘All, his mother, she is on tlic verge of collapse. Of 
eourse she pleaded with him, put her arms round him, telling 
him in tears that if he ran away, she would die or go mad 
with loneliness. And she would, too; believe me, my dears, 
she would. Her whole life is wrapped up in the ehildren, 
especially now that cvcrytliing else we ever had, every hope 
and every ambition, has gone smash. Vassily is her idol - 
her youngest - and contact with him makes her, and me too, 
feel our other sons near again. When we sec him or hear him 
speak, we seem to hear and sec tlicm too. And do you 
suppose he was much upset? Not at all! He was just 
indignant. It was only after his mother had cried her 
eyes out tliat he at last promised to go on living \vitli us 
as he had been and never again to bring up the subject of 
the girl. But he may change his mind and cari*)'^ out his 
threat and run a-way ^vith her. Wlio knows? But certainly 
we won’t let him bring the girl home. Akh, these children!’ 

He sighed and covered his eyes, as though to hide the 
surge of emotion tliat was shaking him. The woman and I 
exchanged glances but neither said a ^vord, and the girl 
was so absorbed in her book tliat she seemed oblivious to the 
world. 

The waitress reappeared with fish for the woman and 
kasha for tlie man. The woman at once began to cat, but 
the man only looked at his food. 

‘Of course parents don’t count any more,’ he resumed, 
‘but thank God children do. Here they do,’ he said, striking 
his breast hard. He took a mouthful of food, then pushed his 
plate aside. 

A priest who happened to be passing fixed hungry eyes x, 
on the uneaten food. He was humped and uncouth, his 
robe soiled and tattered, and Iris boots spattered with mud. 

In one hand he grasped a bent staff and witli the other he 
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held a sack slung over his back. He was muttering something 
which I could not hear, but the man did, and, indicating 
the kasha with a glance, he said, ‘Poshaluista.^* With a 
pathetic smile of self-abasement the priest hurriedly picked 
up the kasha, the bread, and the scraps of fish on the plates, 
rolled them all up in a piece of paper and tucked them into 
his sack. Then, crossing himself and bowing profusely, he 
slouched off. 

Dusk was now setting in, but soon a flood of electric 
light splashed over the dining room. The time was drawing 
near for my train, and I parted from my companions. The 
crowds at the station were growing larger and more and 
more tumultuous. The ticket office had not yet opened - they 
never do in Russia until just before the trains arrive - but 
masses of people had already fallen into closely packed lines. 
They were orderly, for they were chiefly composed of 
peasemts \vith an age-long tradition of patience and for- 
bearance, and with no idea of the meaning of time. Pushing 
through all these people with their bulging boxes and 
bundles and baskets and the heavy smells of sweat, sausage 
and leather, a porter led me out to the platform. My train 
was, he said, due at any moment. Since in Russia ‘at any 
moment’ may mean anything from ten seconds to a full 
hour, I strolled down the platform to pass the time. On a 
side track among a row of freight cars were two bearing the 
label: 

Perishable goods - eggs. 

Destination, Kdnigsberg. 

• Help yourself. 
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‘THE RETURN OF THE NATIVE’ 

After a sleepless night on a train tliat chugged along at 
tlic speed of a trotting horse and shook like an ocean liner 
in a storm, I reached the town of S — , tlic last railway stop 
on the \vay to my old village. There I lingered only long 
enough to exchange greetings tvitli old friends and to make 
ready for the journey on foot to my final destination. 

It was early afternoon when I started out and I had 
no more tlian struck the road, when I was conscious of 
being in a world tliat presented a joyous contrast to Moscow 
and the otlicr cities I had visited. Here were no cobbled 
streets, no dispiriting lines of people, no dismal horizons. 
Here were quiet and brightness, cheer and promise and at 
cverv turn horizons allurinc: in their blueness. The sun was 

• o 

high and ^varm, the sky swept clean of the least clot of cloud. 
The larks had never seemed so numerous or so lively. Visible 
and invisible they were pouring out a rich flow of melody. 
The fields had assumed a festive appearance. Winter crops 
and spring crops had pushed high above the ground and 
spilled over into a sea of magnificence. All around tvcrc 
miles and miles of lotvland sinking away into a blue void, 
no-wherc tvas tlierc a suggestion of neglect or desolation, 
cvcr)^vhcrc tlicrc tvcrc onl)^ peace and cheer and promise of 
bountifulness. 

I walked on revelling in the scene about me until, some 
miles out of to^\Tl, I caught up with a barcfoolcc;! boy ^vho 
was carr)dng his shoes peasant-fashion on a stick slung over 
his shoulders. He ^vore no hat, and his hair was freshly 
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clipped to the very skin. Under his arm in a ragged satchel 
he carried books. He was about twelve. He, too, had been 
in the town of S — , he told me, to receive a fresh supply of 
books for the library of the kolhoz on which he lived. We 
chatted of his village and of the kolhoz there, which his father 
had joined the previous spring, and then I asked him what 
he had planned to make of himself. 

‘An engineer,’ he replied. 

‘And why an engineer?’ I questioned. 

‘So that I can build bridges, barns, factories and every- 
thing.’ 

‘And would you like to be rich?’ 

He laughed and did not reply. 

‘Why do you laugh?’ 

‘Because it is foolish to be rich.’ He laughed again. 
Then, sobering, added, ‘Rich people exploit the poor.’ 

‘Wouldn’t you like to have things of your owpi - a lot of 
real things?’ 

‘No,’ he said, staring at me with curiosity and some 
suspicion. 

‘Supposing someone gave you an automobile, a lot of 
land, horses, cows. Wouldn’t you be glad?’ 

‘I’d turn them over to my father’s kolhoz,' he answered. 

‘You would?’ 

‘Of course.’ After a reflective pause he added, ‘in our 
Soviet Union, citizen, we have deposited the word riches 
in the archives.’ 

I glanced at him - a peasant lad, so small, so young, 
and seemingly unconscious of the significance of his words. 
He had learned his catechism well, and believed it, too; 
there was no questioning that. Yet somehow his words 
sounded unreal. Perhaps it was because I had only recently 
come from the outside world, where children had never 
even heard of the ideas he had just expressed. But'there were 
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challenge and fire in his words. And I wondered, as the 
whole world is wondering, whether tlie spirit of contempt 
for personal riches that characterized this boy and his genera- 
tion would stay witlr tliem as they grew up. If it should, ' 
tlien the Russian Revolution, in spite of its barbarities, will 
put to shame all tlie other movements, including religion, 
that have been striving for ages to draw out of man his lust 
for individual accumulation. 

At a turn of the road we parted, and I fell to looking 
at the countryside again. It was the time of year when 
peasants have little work in the field, and the few people 
working were chiefly women and girls weeding millet, 
their hands tearing greedily at the grasses like the mouths 
of hungry animals. I was passing fields and pastures and 
swamps that were all familiar to me. At last I reached tlie 
boundaries of the village. Here the road broadened 
out and coursed down in a straight line to tlie sivamp tliat 
lay carpet-like at the very edge of tlie village. 

A mere glimpse of the fields brought home to me die 
reality - in diis part of the world - of the ‘Great Break ’ 
which Stalin had spoken of so eloquendy. The face of the 
land on one side of the road was now transfigured. Gone 
were die long strips ividi their grassy furrows and ridges, 
stretching out to the horizon. Now, like a river floiving 
into a sea, there lay before me an immense field that lost 
itself somewhere in the ancient swamp that had once been a 
forest. Clearly it was the land of die kolhoz. 

So what the peasants had worried and fumed over die 
previous summer had actually come. It was here, this 
awesome kolhoz- It had pushed upon them like a natural 
phenomenon which they were too feeble to widistand. They ' 
had not all joined it - that was evident from the small fields 
on the opposite side of the road. Yet a group had risen above 
inertia, habit, tradition and had ventured into this unex- 
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plored Canaan, where they had been assured that material 
want would never again torment them. Whatever the future 
of the village, it would never again be what it had been in the 
hundreds of years of its history. An end had come to its 
isolation and to its idyllic calm. If the machine had not 
yet arrived it would soon roar into the village’s midst, 
shaking it into sophistication and a fresh orientation. 
Clearly a new destiny awaited the village. 

So absorbed was I in my meditations that I did not notice, 
until I was almost upon her, a little girl sitting at the road- 
side humming a tune and weaving a wreath of freshly 
plucked daisies, buttercups and the incomparable corn- 
flowers. I paused and watched, and my thoughts flashed 
back to the time when I had gathered the same flowers in 
the same fields and woven the same wreaths. It seemed so 
recent, and yet nearly a quarter of a century had gone by. 
Only, in my days, children seldom ventured singly into the 
rye fields, where cornflowers grew in such abundance. 
They were afraid of the rusalkas, the water-nymphs who were 
supposed to be the lost souls of drowned girls and whose 
favourite haunts were the woods and grain fields. With the 
very milk of our mothers we imbibed the notion that there 
was no' resisting the rusalkas. With their eyes, we were 
told, they could mesmerize a person, especially a child, 
and then tickle him so powerfully that he would laugh 
himself to death. I could not imagine myself or any of 
my playmates sitting out alone on this lonely road at 
this time of year, when rye had already eared out and was 
so tall that a grown person could lose himself in it. Yet here 
was this little girl about two versts from the village, right on 
the edge of a far-spreading rye field, without a soul in sight 
and with apparent unconsciousness of danger. 

I spoke to her. With a start she turned and, noting that 
I was a stranger, hastily picked up her flowers as though 
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afraid I would lay my hands on them, I assured her that 
she need not fear me, and to wn her confidence I offered 
her some candy. She smiled a little, but hesitated to accept 
the candy. Bending down I put it into her hands and drew 
her fingers together. Then I asked her if she ^vas from my 
village, and who her fatlicr ^vas, but she would not speak. 
And suddenly, as if seized by panic, she gatliercd up her 
flowers, jumped to her feet and dashed a^vay, calling at the 
top of her voice; ‘Marusia, Marusia, O Marusia!’ Several 
times she turned and looked back, still shouting for Marusia; 
and somewhere from another part of the field there floated 
back the long-drawn-out melodious response: ‘Here, here, 
O, Annushka.’ Then tlic child disappeared in the rye, 

I pursued my journey as far as a path that made a short- 
cut to the far end of the village. There, as if shot out of tlic 
earth, a group of boys and girls bobbed up before me. They 
were all about tlie same age, eight or ten, all bareheaded and 
barefooted and all loaded with flowers. The little girl who 
had run away from me was among them, \Nitli her arms 
around the hips of an older girl. I passed around candy. 
Laughingly they accepted it and held it in their hands or 
thrust it peasant fashion into their bosoms. They e.xplained 
that tliey were from a sovhoz near, and had come here for 
flowers because they weremore plentiful thaninlheiro^vnfields. 

‘Aren’t you afraid of rusalkas?' I asked. 

^Rusalkas?’ wonderingly repeated a freckled-faced boy 
■v^th smiling grey eyes. 

‘Yes, rusalkas.’ 

They glanced at each other, puzzled, and laughed. 

‘Don’t you know what a nisalka is? Have you never 
heard or seen one?’ I asked, remembering how in my 
day children of tlieir age constantly told one another that 
they had seen and heard rusalkas in the woods or in the grain 
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They shook their heads and agedn laughed heartily. 

‘What is it, tell us?’ asked a little girl. 

Incredible it seemed that in this part of the world peasant 
boys and girls should not even know what a rusalka was! The 
revolution had evidently drained the very word out of the 
vocabulary of the people. 

But whatever might have happened in the village, what- 
ever the feelings of the people, the lands that stretched' 
before me were rich in promise. The rye on the land of the 
kolhoz was gorgeous, tall, clean, heavily eared and in even 
rows, sowed evidently not by the irregular human hand 
but by the mathematically controlled grain drill. Only 
slightly less gorgeous were the spring crops on the other 
side of the road - potatoes, barley, oats, and large patches 
of flax, all so high that they hid the earth with their sweep of 
green. 

I walked on, and soon reached the cemetery with its 
area now freshly enlarged and marked off from the fields 
not by a fence but by deep-dug ditches. On previous 
visits I had accorded it passing notice, but now, because 
it lay in the midst of the kolhoz and because of the extension 
of its boundaries, it aroused a fresh interest. I stopped to 
look at it, pathetic in the neglect that had overtaken it. 
The fence that marked its old boundaries had fallen into ruins. 
The trees were growing lopsided with some of the white 
birch drying up at the top and their trunks infested with 
scumlike rings. Only the wild brush was flourishing. Like 
an army in aggression it was spreading in all directions and 
encroaching on fresh territories, even on the graves. Not 
a single grave was marked with a cross, not even the two 
fresh ones over which the dirt had not yet settled. But then, 
peasants had good memories and remembered the burial 
places of their kin. 

Abandoned completely to its own fate was the little 
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shrine that nestled in the very bosom of the cemeter)'. In 
my boyhood days I thought of it as of a house of dcatli, 
sometliing to be avoided. But in it were stored the banners 
and crosses and other paraphernalia that were used in 
funeral processions, and by virtue of these it became a 
sanctuary to be cared for and reverenced by the peasant. 
Now all tliat remained of it ^vas a battered frame^vork. Most 
of the shingles had fallen from the roof and the walls \verc 
tottering. Tlie two little windows were gone, and the door, 
cracked and unhinged, leaned against the sagging posts. 
Inside tlie floor ^\'■as rotted and weeds had pushed their \vay 
tlirough it. All tliat \s'as left of the banners and crosses, 
tlie ikons and the linens in which they were swathed, were 
damp strips of canvas half-buried in sand, and a few rotting 
frames tliat had once held the figures of famous saints. 
Obviously these muzhiks were no longer giving heed to 
matters which in the old days commanded their aive and 
reverence. ^ 

I passed on to tlie village. The sun was setting, but it i 
ivas still daylight, and as I viewed tlie street and the double 
roivs of houses that lined it I was impressed with a fresh 
slovenliness that had come over the people. Houses, yards, 
fences, were in sad need of repair. The gay festival of 
Trinity ivas approaching, yet noivhere was tliere a sign of 
paint on -windows or shutters or a roof ivith a fresh coating 
of tliatch. Was tliis neglect a mere accident? That I could 
not believe. The uncertainties tliat the kolhoz had spread 
abroad ivere no doubt holding people back from improving 
tlieir house. 

The village boomed with life. From all directions people 
ivere returning from ivork, i\itli sickles and hoes on tlieir' 
shoulders, ivitli sacks of iveeds, food for the pigs, and ivitli 
loads of stumpivood on tlieir backs. Mothers ivere taking 
home their crying babies. Young people were leading or 
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driving cows from pasture. Kolhoz teams with groups of 
' workers were clattering along the street. Children shouting 
with glee dashed up and down, running races, chasing after 
squealing pigs and, as in ancient times, pulling bristles from 
their bacfe; and dogs, as ever, were barking furiously. 
Everywhere there was noise and bustle, chatter and laughter. 
From the round black chimneys that towered ghostlike 
over the thatched roofs smoke was crawling out, now in a 
blue vapour and now in dark coils illumined with shooting 
sparks. Again through window after window I could see 
hearths blazing with freshly made fires. At almost every 
step I was stopped by friends who showered me with greet- 
ings and invitations to drop in for a chat and for a drink 
of milk. 

I made my way to the home of the boyhood friend with 
whom, since the departure of my cousin, I had been stopping. 
My host and his wife hurried through their work and we 
sat down to supper - a really sumptuous meal compared 
with the limited rations obtainable in Moscow and other 
cities. Here were potatoes, eggs, cheese, and the ever- 
present kasha with freshly boiled milk and all the melted 
butter one might wish to pour over it. As we were eating 
my friend and his wife regaled me with a detailed account 
of the happenings in the village since my last visit. The 
biggest thing, of course, was the coming of the kolhoz, but 
of that, they assured me, I would hear a lot - more than of 
anything else, for people were heated up about the subject - 
quite heated up. Other things had also been happening. 
The daughter of an old neighbour of theirs had borne a 
child out of wedlock, and there was a bit of a scandal about 
it. The man she accused of being the child’s father refused 
to marry her. She sued him for support, but for some 
reason the court dismissed the case. Now she was living at 
home with her parents and all seemed well again. . . . 
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Many people, older ones especially, were dying. Saddest of 
all was die death of Michael, the son of Tikhon die Rabbit. 
Grief-stricken over the neglect of his two sons in America 
who had not written him since pre-war days, Michael had 
fallen ill with a bad heart. He was taken to the hospital 
and seemed to be improving, but one day he broke into a 
rage at his son and the doctor because dicy refused to give 
him sugar. In his fit of temper he fell out of bed and died 
from a heart attack. And had I heard what had happened 
to Michael’s son, Havrillo? Poor fellow! He had been 
‘dekoolackizcd,’ and liis o^vn and his father’s life-long ac- 
cumulations, including the house, had been seized. Banished 
to a plot of swamp outside of the village, with no horse 
and hardly any implements, he and his wife were toiling 
away in the bogs, seeking somehow to raise enough grain 
to maintain life. Yet at one time Havrillo had lived so 
well -Ah, how well! Such were tlie times now -it was 
beastly to be well-to-do! 

There was silence for a moment, and tlicn my hostess 
asked if I remembered Lohvin? The mention of tlie name 
brought to my memory the most exciting romance in the 
village. Handsome, talented as a singer and dancer, and 
always jovial, Lohvin, a close friend of my elder brother, 
was die idol of the girls, and especially of Anna, the daughter 
of Yevdokin, a dignified and ambitious personage. The son 
of a poor man with a puny allotment of land, working 
during his spare time as a batrak for a local landlord, 
Lohvin had no prospect of becoming rich. Therefore 
Anna’s parents disapproved of him. They wished to marry 
their daughter to a man of standing. Indeed, from far and 
near such men flocked to pay court to Anna - young men, 
widowers, older men, with large holdings of land, many 
horses, cows, pigs - and gold, too. Anna was in love only 
with Lohvin, and whenever a suitor came to her home she 
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would run off to some neighbour and sob out her heart. 
In the end she married a hunchback, the son of one of the 
wealthiest men in the countryside, and went to hve with 
him in his village some twenty versts away. People talked 
much and excitedly about her ill luck and some there were 
who prophesied a hfe of misfortune for her and for Lohvin. 
When, therefore, my hostess with a show of concern brought 
up the name of Lohvin I wondered what she meant. 

‘You tell him,’ she turned to her husband. 

They exchanged grave looks as though wondering if it 
would be proper to relate the incident to a newly arrived 
guest. I urged them to proceed, and my host finally said: 

‘Well, poor Lohvin hanged himself. His was the first 
suicide that has ever been known in this village.’ 

‘Think of that!’ remarked the hostess shaking her head 
in sorrow. 

‘A Red soldier was visiting the village and he and I 
^ found the body suspended by a rope in the haybarn and 
we took it down,’ the speaker added. 

Nobody knew what had driven Lohvin to suicide. They 
were sure it was not Anna, for he had been married over 
twenty years and seemed happy with his wife and children. 

‘And Anna?’ I asked, ‘what has happened to her?’ 

‘Everything,’ replied my hostess, ‘since her marriage she 
has had nothing but misfortune. A few years after her 
marriage, her hunchbacked husband went to a fair with a 
load of pears. After selUng the pears he got drunk, and on 
his way home, not knowing what he was doing, he drove 
over a condemned bridge. The bridge collapsed and he fell 
into the water and drowned.’ 

‘Just think of that for bad luck,’ interposed the host. 

' ‘That was only a beginning of misfortunes,’ the hostess 
resumed. ‘Shortly afterwards she married again, a rich 
widower this time, and moved to another village. Then 
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the Revolution came and bandits killed her husband. The 
bandits were caught and shot, but tliat brought no relief to 
Anna. Her second husband’s oldest son did not like her 
and threw her tilings at her in an attempt to drive her from 
die house. One night she jumped out of the window and 
fled. But the Soviets took a hand in the aflfair and now she 
is Ihdng witii her stepson, but is very unhappy.’ 

‘And she is still beaudful,’ added my host, ‘diough she 
is getdng on in years.’ 

‘I heard her brother speak about her die other day,’ the 
hostess condnued ivith a fresh show of zest, ‘and he said 
that if it ivas now that she ivas in love ivith LoliNun, she 
would have married him and both might have been happy. 
O, how he swore at his father - it was pitiful to hear him, 
because the old man has been dead more than ten years.’ 

‘And do you doubt his words?’ asked the host. ‘Of 
course Anne would have married Lolndn and been proud of 
liis poverty too. It is a new age now. In the old days if you 
called a man holish* even if he ivas that he would smart 
widi rage and want to spit into your face. It was such an 
insult to be called holish. Nowadays call a man holish, and 
even if he is well-to-do, he ivill be so flattered that he’ll 
remove his hat, bow and tliank you for the compliment. 
It is such an honour to be a holish’ 

Presently my host and hostess followed witli another talc 
even more touching than that of Lohvin and Anna. They 
asked if I remembered Avdotya, the daughter of Klim, the 
son of Korney. I did remember her quite vividly, for only 
the summer before, at a dance, I had photographed her 
■with a group of her friends. I told them that I did, and they 
again exchanged grave looks and proceeded to narrate the 
story of her tragic end. Wien only eighteen, she fell in 
love with a certain Styopa who was thirty. It was soon knoivn 

* Pauper, 
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that he had tuberculosis and the physicians despaired of 
his life. But he did not. He Mowed the physician’s advice 
and took his medicines and soon began to recover. Finally 
he got so well that he could work again. 

^ Throughout his illness ■ Avdotya remained steadfast in 
her devotion to him, and when he recovered they never 
separated. At spinning socials, dances, festivals, they always 
were together. On returning home from a party they would 
linger long at the gateway, just talk and profess love for one 
another. Neither rain nor snow deterred them from their 
nightly love-tryst, much to the irritation of Avdotya’s 
mother, who warned the girl of the dangers of exposure. 
Surely enough, Avdotya caught a severe cold and began to 
cough and spit blood. Her mother and Styopa took her to 
town to be examined by the doctor, and he said that she had 
tuberculosis. He gave her medicines, but she failed to 
improve. Then she had a bad haemorrhage. Styopa was ' 
^ upset, but remained faithful to his troth. He visited her 
, every day, cheered her and even gave her the medicines 
that had helped him. He assured her that as soon as she 
improved he would marry her. 

Then something happened to him. He ceased visiting 
Avdotya. She sent for him, and when he came, he was 
not the Styopa she had ^own; he was aloof and uncom- 
municative. In the presence of her mother she ^ked him 
if he had ceased to love her, and he said nothing. On his 
departure he promised to come again, yet he never did. 
Finally she sent for him, but he did not come. Desperate 
wth longing she would sit at the window and look outside 
in the hope of seeing him pass, and when he did she would 
^ scream and shrink away from the window and beg her 
mother to draw a curtain over it that she could not see the 
street, .^d all the time her lungs were growing worse, and 
only a short time ago she died. 
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‘You should have been at the funeral,’ continued my 
hostess. ‘To niy dying day I shan’t forget it. Her girl friends 
came \nth \vreatlis of freshly gathered flowers, and when 
they laid her out in the coffin in her best clothes and put 
flowers around her, she looked so beautiful and so lifelike, 
only so ycllo^\^ Her mother prostrated herself before the 
coffin, embraced the dead body and ^vcpt. “Darling mine,” 
she cried, “sit up my precious, all your girl friends have 
come not to your funeral but to )'^our wedding. Look at the 
flowers they have brought you! Arise, my beautiful Avdotya, 
my lovely little girl, my pretty bride.” It broke our hearts 
to hear die mother’s despair, and we all wept as we never 
had wept at a funeral. ^Ve blubbered like children. The 
modicr, poor diing, has gone mad uidi grief, and even 
no\s' whenever she passes the cemeter)' she stops at her 
daughter’s grave, prostrates herself on it, and cries for her 
to come to life.’ 

After supper I ivent out into die street, and soon a crowd 
gathered about me, old and young, kolhozniks and non- 
kolhozniks and two of die 'dckoolackized’ peasants. All were 
bursting \\’ith eagerness to talk, ^\^ly, asked person after 
person, had I not come in the isinter, when die \dllage, aye 
die whole countrj'side, boiled wadi excitement? Akh, what 
diings had happened - meetings, debates, quarrels, fights, 
denunciations, and everybody wondering what would come 
of die effort to make people join the kolhoz ^vhether diey 
wanted to or not. 

Even Red soldiers came and made the rounds of houses 
seeking to persuade people into joining, and some folk 
imagined that diey irere an adi’^ance guard of an army that 
was soon to arrive vidi guns and bayonets and everything, 
as in war, and drive people into the kolhoz like catde to pas- 
ture. Ignorant people tiiat diey ivere, they could not make 
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headway through all the turmoil over ‘dekoolackization’ 
and the kolhoz, and they were so overcome with fright that 
they were ready to believe anything anybody said. Things 
^ were not as bad in this village as in others, for the organizers- 
here were more decent, though they too did all they could 
to make people believe that they had to join the kolhoz. 

Then news came of a letter which Stalin had written,* 
ordering organizers to stop driving people into the kolhoz. 
At once people braced up. They rushed to the post offices 
and to the town to buy the newspapers that printed Stalin’s 
letter. They paid three, four, five roubles for a copy of 
such a paper, that was how eager they were to see the 
letter with their own eyes. In the market places peasants 
gathered in groups and read it aloud and discussed it long 
and violently, and some of them were so overjoyed that they 
bought all the vodka they could pay for and got drunk. 
Others stuck the paper inside their bosom and rushed home 
to show it to their neighbours and went to the Soviet offices 
and, flashing it before the officials and the organizers, gave 
them a piece of their mind. In some places officials and 
organizers hid themselves, and it was well that they did, 
for they had told people that they had to join the kolhoz, and 
give up all their property for nothing, or else suffer exile to 
Siberia or Kotlas, and now that people learned from Stalin 
himself that this was not what the tsentrl^ favoured, they were 
so exasperated that they might have done something 
desperate to these svoyevolniks .% 

Ah, what a winter it had been, what a time they had 
had! If only it was over! If only Stalin would keep his 
promise and make entrance into ffie kolhoz voluntary and 
clap into jail every scalawag who sought to make it com- 
pulsory. But they had iieard that by the end of the five- 

* The letter of March 2nd, 1930, on ‘Dizziness from Success/ 
t Central government. t Arbitrary autocrats. 
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year plan cver^^body would be in the kolhoz, and ^vhat did 
tliat mean? Supposing people did not want to join, would 
tiacy be made to? Then it would not be voluntary, would 
it? And Stalin had said in that letter that it must not be 
compulsory. IVliat did I make of it? Perhaps I had seen 
Stalin and the otlicr big men in Moscons' or heard them say 
what they meant. If only Stalin would not change his 
mind, if only he would keep tliose brigadiers in their place 
and stop tlicm from tormenting innocent and hardworking 
mtizkiks/ 

I went to tlic haybarn to sleep. It was a chilly night and 
I UTapped myself snugly in a sheepskin coat and dug deep 
into the hay. But I could not go to sleep. Excitement kept 
me wide a^vake. I had been in the village only one evening 
and what a deluge of ne\vs had poured over me! The figures 
of Lohvin, Anna, Avdotya, Styopa flashed alternately 
before my mind and it seemed impossible that experiences 
so mighty and so shattering had happened to such simple 
and trusting souls. 

I heard footsteps outside, and presently someone was 
prying open tlie door. 

‘^^^^o is it?’ I inquired. 

‘Open, open, please - it is I, Sergey. I ^vant to talk to 
you.’ 

I jumped out of tlic hay, lifted the huge wooden fork 
which I had propped against the door, and Sergey entered. 
It ^vas so dark diat I could hardly make out his face; his 
beard seemed blacker and heawer than ever. He lay down 
on the hay beside me and at once plunged into talk. He 
had been away at ■work in tlie sovlwz and had come home 
late, but on learning tliat I had arrived he felt tliat he had 
to see me at once and tell me everydiing. It Avas so good 
to have a chance to talk one’s self out. It was die only 
solace left to him in diese days of trial and uncertainty. 
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Had I heard that in the wnter he had been ‘dekoolackized’? 
Yes, all his property had been confiscated, and he and the 
family driven from their house. But thank God he had 
been reinstated and his property, including his house, had 
been returned to him. Yet he was not happy - life was so 
uncertain and he was so perplexed. He was no idler. He 
knew something about land and finit and stock and bees. 
If he worked he would produce and would gather good 
harvests, and that would again only rouse suspicion and 
trouble. . . . God, what a life! 

‘Last year when you were here,’ he went on, ‘they de- 
manded of me one thousand roubles for allowing me to 
remain in my own house and on my own land. Finally 
I compromised with them on a smaller amount. I had 
planned to sell one of my cows, a pig, and some other things 
and get the money, and of a sudden they changed their 
policy. They wouldn’t let me remain on my land at any 
price. I was a koolack, and all that I had was to be liquidated. 
I argued with them. I asked them what sort of a koolack was 
I, when my hands were so black and bKstered fi:om toil? 
But I did myself no good. In their eyes I was a koolack and 
I had to be destroyed. You know what a good khoziain*' 
I am. In bam and house I love to keep things in their 
proper place. I had little shelves, for example, on the walls 
of the Hving room for dishes and other things including the 
few books that I have had all my life. WeU, one evening 
when I came home Soviet men had arrived to take possession 
of the house and had begun to puU down the shelves. My 
heart was bleeding when I saw them wrecking the -things 
that I had fashioned with such care with my own hands, 
so I said to them “tovarishtshui, you are driving me out of 
the house, but why are you tearing down these shelves? 
You might make use of them, if only for books.” They 

• Householder. 
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paid no heed to me. Oh brother, you have no idea how 
I felt. I couldn’t hold back the tears, but I said nothing. 
There was no use. 

T arranged with my brother-in-law to move into his 
house. There were five of them and there were six of us, 
and we all had to live in a little hovcl.^ Well, my wfe came 
to take out of the oven the pots of gruel and potatoes that she 
had cooked for supper. Meanwhile several Red soldiers 
had arrived with musical instruments - they were to give 
a concert in the new club-house - my house - that very 
evening. My wife wrapped her cooking pots in towels, and 
as she was going out she turned to the soldiers and said, 
“Now, brotliers, farewell. May all of you who arc going to 
stay in this place have a happier end than we arc having, 
and now strike up a march so tliat we can go out %vith 
music in our cars.” As soon as she ^vas out of the house she 
broke down and cried - Ho\v she cried ! I lingered a few 
minutes longer, and I sa\v one of the soldiers wiping tears 
from his eyes. Of course the musicians played no march, 
but there was music inside of us, dear friend - sad music!’ 
An emotional man, he broke down and sobbed, and there 
in this dark barn, so late in the night, in the midst of the 
awesome stillness of the Russian countryside, his sobbing 
was pathetic beyond words, 

‘Well,’ I said, seeking to cheer him, ‘but now you are 
back in your own home. It was only a peregib, an abuse of 
the local authorities, and surely you have no reason to feel 
distressed,’ 

‘You are right, you are right, my friend,’ he answered, 
regaining control of himself, ‘I have got everything back, 
everything. It was a peregib, and of course in a Revolution \ 
things do get mixed up very badly. I am not blaming 
anybody, but it is so painful, all this uncertainty. It is so 
hard to know one day what the next will bring. Take this 
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kolhoz here. When they started everybody ^vas told to turn 
his cows in, so that the good ones could be kept and the 
bad ones sold off for money to buy other good ones. Now 
there is a new order, a kolhoz member may keep one cow 
for his o\vn use, and do you see what’s happened? The 
men who joined the kolhoz in tlie autumn have no cows and 
have to buy their milk, but the men who joined later and 
who are joining now can have a cow of their o\vn and don’t 
need to spend hard-earned money on milk. If that ^vere the 
only blunder they made, one could dismiss it, but take tlie 
matter of gardens. At first no individualist could have a 
garden of his own - all our garden land \vas to go to the 
kolhoz', and what is a muzhik without a garden? Folks howled 
so loudly that they changed their minds and no^v, thank 
God, we are allowed to keep our individual gardens. But 
we haven’t been so lucky \vith pastures. The kolhoz got the 
best and nearest ones, and we individualists now lose no 
end of time in leading our co^vs and horses to and from 
far-away and poor pastures. Is tliat a good thing - I mean, 
good for the Soviets, for the ^vhole country’? People get so dis- 
couraged, so exasperated, that they lose interest in their work, 
stock, in everything. And tlien take my case and see what 
I have gone dirough - and for the sake of what, or whom? 
I was told at first that if I paid one thousand roubles I 
might remain on my own premises, and then I ^vas told 
tliat under no circumstances would I be allowed to continue 
on my o^vn land and in my own home. I was ‘dekoolackizcd,’ 
and suffer misery and heartache - 1 and my wife and my 
children. Now I am reinstated. Thank God! Don’t you 
see all this lack of purpose and order and understanding? 
So how can I join the kolhoz? What guarantee have I tliat 
they won’t continue to blunder and mismanage and ruin 
things? And besides, supposing somctliing happens - a war, 
for example. I read the papers, and every day they tell us 
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that the capitalist nations are preparing to attack us. 
Supposing they do, what then? What is a man to do? 
What shall I make of it all? What do you make of it?’ 
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THE VOICE OF THE MASS 

On Sunday I rose early and went to a village some ten 
versts away. I had been invited to come by the young 
folk, who had arranged a party for the evening, and by 
some of the older people, who insisted that they, too, were 
deserving of the notice of their American countr^an. 
I knew this village almost as well as my own, for it was 
perched on the bank of a fine river, where, as a boy, I had 
often gone fishing and swimming. Besides, I had many 
friends there. It was one of the largest villages in the whole 
countryside, though as primitive and desolate as my own, 
or, indeed, as any of the others, with its thatched roofs and 
barns, its unpaved street, and its quota of surly dogs. Also, 
it had a kolhoz. 

I called on several members of the kolhoz whom I happened 
to know, and then I went on to see some old friends of my 
family. Finally, I finished up at the house of Palahya - a 
little woman with puffy cheeks and large grey eyes, noted 
for her kindliness - who had several times asked me to come 
and look at the embroideries of her eldest daughter, Malanya. 
The living-room was swept and clean, and unencumbered 
by the innumerable objects which clutter up Russian peasant 
homes in these parts. Even the polati - the platform which 
serves as a bed - was free from straw ticks, hemp cloth and 
cast-off garments. 

When I reached the house, the husband, a man of about 
forty with a wavy moustache, was just starting off for town 
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with some sacks of old potatoes and several live chickens. 
Townspeople, he said, were giving good prices for food, 
and sometimes you could get dishes, clocks, clothes and 
even wine in exchange. One \vintcr a man gave him a bottle 
of red wine for ten eggs; it was the first time that he or liis 
family had ever tasted wine. They liked it, too, even his 
wife did, though she loatlicd vodka, and would not let him 
touch it. Perhaps tlicrc ^vould be a chance of finding another 
bottle in tlic market. Witli the feast of Trinity coming on, 
wine w'ould be ^vclcome, and so on, and so on. 

He drove off, and Palahya showed me into the little, 
dark room at the back of the house where peasants store 
their possessions, especially dacir best clothes. She undid 
a huge, home-made trunk, and, with the door open to let 
in the daylight, she unfolded a mass of towels, sheets, 
tablecloths and blankets, all gorgeously embroidered, and 
all, she proudly boasted, the work of Malanya. Tt is her 
do^vry,’ she remarked almost in a wliisper, ‘Not a girl in 
the village has as fine a one as my daughter, and she is 
adding to it all the time.’ With fingering fondness, she 
folded up the things and packed them neatly back into the 
trunk. As she did so she kept up a flo^v of chatter. ‘The 
Lord only knows,’ she murmured confidingly, ‘why the 
girl won’t marry. I have argued and quarrelled and fought 
tvith her, and so has her fatlier, but she won’t budge. She' 
says that there is plenty of time. Suitors have been coming 
from all round, but she won’t even look at them - nice 
well-to-do men, too - and she no longer so young as she 
onee was. She was twenty, three weeks before last Easter.’ 

‘Gome, that’s young enough,’ I ventured to suggest. 
‘She can quite well wait another five years.’ 

Had I pronouneed a eurse I eould not have shocked tlie 
mother more profoundly. ‘God forbid,’ she hastily replied. 
‘Why, my dear, I’d rather die than see my daughter remain 
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unmarried for another five years. Peasants have to marry 
young to have children and get on in the world.’ 

We went back to the living-room, and soon Malanya 
herself and two fiiends came in. In their soft-leather shoes 
and their Sunday dresses, these village girls were hardly 
distinguishable from town girls. Malanya herself, fiiU- 
breasted, ruddy-faced, with a wealth of soft brown hair and 
large blue eyes, and an authoritative air with her, easily 
deserved her reputation of being an uncommonly pretty 
lass. 

‘WeU, wfil you take her with you to America?’ said the 
mother in fun. 

‘Would she come?’ I asked, catching Malanya’s eye and 
watching the blush steal over her cheeks. 

‘Certainly we would,’ cried one of the firiends. ‘We’d 
all come if we had the chance, either to work or to get 
married, or to do anything,’ and the three put their heads 
together to hide their embarrassment and giggled TOth 
delight. 

‘Do they go for the koolacks in America?’ asked Malanya. 

‘No,’ I replied. 

‘All the better,’ said one of the other girls, and they 
again started gigghng. 

‘If you marry a rich man in this country,’ continued 
Malanya with that assured manner which lent her such 
distinction without in the least detracting from her girlish 
naivete, ‘you may be treated as a koolack yomself and banished 
to Siberia or Kotlas.’* 

‘Nobody wants to marry a rich man nowadays,’ added 
one of the friends. 

‘Nor a poor one either, for that matter,’ retorted Malanya, 
and again the three put their heads together in a fit of 
uproarious mirth. 

* A place of banishment in the old province of Vologda in the far north. 
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‘There now,’ said the mother, ‘you have heard what 
tliey say.’ And shaking her head in distress she turned upon 
tire girls and, in a rising crescendo, ‘Whom tlrcn do you rvant 
to marry?’ she cried. ‘You arc afraid of a rich man, you 
don’t want a poor man. Who else is left? Do you expect 
always to remain young and attractive? You forget that 
tlierc arc otlrcr girls growing up rvho rvill be younger and 
prettier tlian you. They rvill receive all the attention, and 
tire men rvill not even look at you. You will soon be left 
out in die cold, a disgrace to yourselves and your families, 
and there will be nobody to court you except some grouchy 
old widoivcr. And then what will you say?’ 

Once upon a time such reproaches from her mother would 
have crushed a girl; but now 

‘In that ease ivc’ll go to toivn and work in die factories,’ 
said one of die girls. An innocent enough reply, yet to me 
it was pi;cgnant ivith meaning. In the old days tlicse girls 
were so timid and fearful of the outside world. They shrank 
from the very thought of the city. Tiie bazaars in their 
own litde market toivn, ivhcrc they could feast their eyes 
on flashy shawls and ginger cakes and white bread and 
trinkets, were the limit of their travels. And noiv here was 
this Malanya and her friends looking to die city as a place 
of deliverance. 

‘I want to go to toivn, anyway,’ cried Malanya again, 
‘I am sick of mud and dulness.’ 

‘The kolhoz is the place ivhcre you’ll end up, my dear, 
as we all shall,’ exclaimed her modicr. 

‘If they build a nice one, die kind the organizer told us 
about, with a club-house, moving pictures, a park, an 
orchestra and a theatre, we’ll go of our oivn accord,’ said 
one of the girls. 

‘Yes,’ sobbed die mother, ‘and then you’ll all be in mobs, 
working and eating together, going to the fields and coining 
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■ back together, and meanwhile the men here will play 
round with other girls, and there will be all kinds of tempta- 
tions and faithlessness.’ 

‘Then we’ll play round with other men,’ retorted one of 
the friends. 

‘It may be better so,’ remarked Malanya nonchalantly, 
and the three again set off giggling. But this show of 
sophistication, a new thing in itself and purely the result of 
the Revolution, was too much for the mother. 

she shouted, stamping her foot, ‘mind that tongue 
of yours, you naughty thing,’ or - ‘Remember, I am still 
strong, stronger than you are.’ 

But Malanya showed no concern at the threat. 

An old woman in shoes and a homespun woollen coat 
and a bright kerchief wrapped turbanlike round her head 
came in, the grandmother of one of Malanya’s friends, who 
lived just opposite. She shook hands all round and instandy 
^ plunged into the conversation. 

) ‘Nowadays,’ she exclaimed, ‘people need nothing - 
neither money, God, faith, devil, husbands, nor wives.’ 

‘How advanced you are getting, grandma!’ remarked 
her granddaughter. 

‘Advanced rubbish,’ replied the old woman indignantly, 
‘here is our countryman from America. Let him decide. 
Would any girl in the old days, after giving birth to a 
bastard or with one in her belly, go about with the other 
girls in the village to dances and spinning parties? She’d 
have buried her face for shame first. And now look at 
Matrena playing about in her condition as if nothing were 
going to happen.’ 

‘And remember Boris,’ added Malanya’s mother. 

‘Yes, Boris,’ repeated the old woman. ‘That is another 
case for you. He went off one day to some village or other, 
and came home with a pretty wench, took her into the barn 
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to sleep, and next morning he told evcr)'body that she was 
his wfc. He did not even go to the Soviet to get registered. 
That’s Avhy I said that people nowadays need nothing - 
neither wealtli, church, nor virtue, notliing, nothing at all.’ 

The girls seemed quite unimpressed. As before they 
exchanged amused glances at tlie complaints of their elders. 

Presently two men came in, one a neighbour of Palahya’s, 
an elderly muzhik with a grejdsh beard and heavy boots, tlie 
other, his son-in-law, a much younger man, clean-shaven, 
well-dressed and of an earnest demeanour. 

‘He’s a Baptist,’ said the older man solemnly, ‘and he 
wants to ask you about tlie Baptists in America.’ 

The younger man at once started pl>dng me with questions. 
He had heard that there were millions of Baptists in America, 
and he would so much like to know something of dieir life 
and their manner of worsliip. Did they ha^'^e to register 
their services at a government office as Baptists in Russia 
did? Were they forbidden to proselytize or to have schools, 
or to form their owm co-operatives, and were their children, 
even when tliey worked tlie land ivitli their own hands, 
deprived of citizenship? Did they believe in alcohol and 
srnoking and in going into the army and in fighting wars? 

Then he ivent on to tell us tlie story' of his oism conversion. 
He had been Orthodox, and, like all tlie Orthodox, he had 
since the Revolution been weakening in his faidi. Once at 
a fair two men got drunk and started fighting, and one 
cracked an empty botde over the other’s head, knocking 
him unconscious, so that the police came and took him 
away to the hospital. A crowd gathered and die people 
began talking about the fight, an elderly woman arguing 
that if these men had had God in their hearts they would 
never have fought, for they would not have touched liquor. 
It was only infidels, she insisted, who had no respect for 
their own bodies and souls, and debased them widi drink. 

iS8 



THE VOICE OF THE MASS 


She explained that she was a Baptist and talked about 
her faith. Baptists, she said, were not like Orthodox people - 
they knew what they believed and why they believed, and 
they never did anything for which they could not give a 
reason. Did an Orthodox Christian, she asked, know why 
every Wednesday and Friday he had to do without meat, 
milk and even eggs? Did he know why the priest spat and 
blew at the devil when there was a christening? Did he 
know why he kept so many holidays, sometimes three days 
or even more at a stretch, or what he was celebrating when 
he soused himself in drink? Orthodox people just did things, 
without knowing why they did them; but Baptists were 
different. They reasoned about everything. Well, this 
woman set him off thinking with the result that, some 
time after, he himself became a convert to the Baptist 
faith, and now he knew that real religion meant cleanliness, 
kindness to all living things, simple worship anywhere, in 
a house, in the open fields or even in a barn, industry, 
humility, abstaining from resistance and violence, no wars, 
no bloodshed, and the brotherhood of all peoples and all 
classes the world over. That was real religion. 

‘Good people, these Baptists,’ remarked the old woman, 
‘They never offend anybody.’ 

‘And why should we offend anyone?’ cried the man. 
‘Didn’t the Lord say “Love thy neighbour as thyself”?’ 

He invited me to come to the meeting with him. Yes, 
they met every Sunday in one or other of their houses and 
the Soviets left them alone, though often enough Young 
Communists would come and argue with them. Akh! if 
only the Soviets would let them make converts! What real 
light they would bring to people - God’s own light which 
warms the heart and rejoices the spirit and alone brings 
contentment and happiness! 

When one listens to a Russian Protestant like this earnest 
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young man it is easy to understand why the Russian revolu- 
tionaries have changed tlicir attitude towards tlic Protestant 
sects from one of benevolent patronage to implacable 
hostiUty. These people arc filled wtli a passionate zeal, 
and tliey mean to abide by tlic tenets of their faith in their 
o\\'n ^vay, %vhich is utterly subversive of the basic tenets of 
tlic Revolution. They deny, for instance, the class struggle, 
tlic unforgivable sin in Soviet land. Therefore they renounce 
all hatred, of the koolack, of tlic private entrepreneur, of tlic 
lisheneiz and of all otlicrs ivho arc out of tunc ivith tlic 
existing scheme of things. Besides, tlicy abjure the use of 
\dolcncc and war even against the enemies of the proletariat, 
and tlicy hold out hopes of an inner peace which is incom- 
patible ivitli die spirit of militancy that the Revolution 
exacts. 

Later on, I ivcnt out for a walk. The village ivas now 
humming witii life. Young and old were outside in the 
street, sitting in groups on logs or planks in front of their 
houses, or sauntering up and down at their leisure. Boys 
and girls, in freshly greased boots and bright Sunday clothes, 
were strolling along in pairs or parties, tlicir arms round 
one another’s ivaists, gaily chattering and laughing and now 
and then breaking into song. A holiday spirit hovered over 
the village. Unhke Moscow or other tovms, Sunday then 
still had a meaning here. 

I was stopped by a number of peasants who had collected 
in front of tiie blacksmitii’s, ivhere tiicrc ivas a pile of logs 
wliich made excellent seats. They imdted me to ‘tell tiicm 
about things’- of life in otiicr lands, prices, goods, collectives, 
tcchnika - everytiiing. There ivcre kolhozniks (members of 
the local kolhoz) among them, and a couple of tiiem ivcre v 
wearing brand new rubbers which glistened in the sun. 

As there was no mud tiiey obviously wore them for shoiv. 
My presence soon attracted people, as any foreigner’s does 
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in a Russian \uIlagCj and groups, almost crowds, gathered 
round me. It might have been a mass meeting. Taking 
advantage of the occasion I shifted the subject to tliat of 
tlicir own local conditions, in tlic hope that I might have a 
chance of liearing ^vhat the peasant really thinks, be he 
bedniak, scredniak, or an actual or suspected koolack, if there 
were any about, and of course the kolhozik. Here they \vere, 
all ready to hand, with ample time at their disposal and in 
a talkative mood. 

‘We are all in the dark no\vadays,’ said a tall bony man 
wth a pointed greyish beard. 

‘Waiting for light and not getting any,’ chimed in another, 
an old man leaning on a staff, with his hat so low over his 
eyes tliat you could hardly see them. 

'Nichevo, it \\all come, tliis light,’ broke in a kolhoznik^ a tall 
youth in a blouse ^\'ith a collar and tic and rubbers. 

His words were greeted with a loud laugh in which he 
heartily joined himself. 

‘You should have been here last wntcr, countryman of 
ours,’ cried another, a tall vigorous fellow, •witli bristling 
sandy moustache and shrewd grey eyes, one of two brothers 
who ran the to^vn \vindnull. 

‘Aye, there was excitement if you like,’ exclaimed several 
voices at the same time. 

‘And it is not over yet,’ someone added. 

‘No, indeed,’ cried anotlicr man. 

‘One thing at least we have now learned,’ said the old 
man Avith the staff, ‘and that is not to keep more than one 
cow or horse and at most only two pigs and a few sheep.’ 

‘Quite right, quite right,’ repeated the chorus, and there 
was something inhumanly bitter and hopeless underlying 
the gravity of their manner. 

‘They have taught us a lesson, one that we shall not soon 
forget.’ 
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The presence of the kolhozniks who arc supposed to be, 
and often arc, die local eyes and cars of the government, 
as well as its voice, did not in the least deter these peasants 
from speaking their minds without any show of resenx. , 
As I listened to this resolve to keep only a single cow, one 
horse, two pigs and a few sheep, I realized why tlic Kremlin 
wants to collectivize the land in the shortest possible space 
of time. For, unless something happens to break this resolve, 
tlic production of meat and milk wli be limited, and many 
urgently needed commodities %s-ill not be fortlicoming for 
tlic outside market. The muzhik was on strike, and said so 
quite openly. 

The discussion continued. 

*A party of those special brigadiers* paid me a \'isit tlie 
other day,’ began a little man with a fuzzy bro^\^^ beard and 
a tootliless mouth. ‘After a look round off they ^vcnt. And 
then, what do you tliink? One of them came back to find 
out if I ^vas a koolack. I have an old stra^\• cutter ^^itI^ 
whicli I have been earning ten or fifteen miserable roubles 
a year; w^ell - 1 W'as charged ^sitl^ being an exploiter. It 
is a rusty old tiling, tliis cutter; I have had it for at least 
fifteen years. So \siicn tlic constable suggested that I ivas 
making money out of the people, I laughed and told him 
that he could have tlie isiiolc machine for tlic price of the 
iron in it. But tlic matter did not end there. “Hois' many 
cows have you got?” was the next question. “One,” said I. 
“Let me see it,” he snapped back. “Vcr>' well,” I replied. 

So dowTi we w’cnt to the barn, and as ive were is'alking 
there I said to myself, “what on eardi will he say wiicn he 
sees tlic young heifer? ^Vill he call her a coiv and confiscate 
her on tlie ground tliat I have lied to him?” But I kept 
cool. "W^ien w^e reached tlie cow-house sure cnoutrh he at 

o 

• Members of a TOluntar\'^ group sent out on some special mission by 
So\nets or the Communist patt)% 
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once exclaimed; “Why there are two cows!” “No,” said 
I, “there is only one, the other is a heifer not yet two years 
old.” “But she is \vith calf,” he cried. “She certainly is,” 
I admitted. “Then she is a cow, isn’t she?” said he. “Not 
yet,” said I, “and she won’t be one until she’s had her 
calf.” “And when ^vill that be?” he asked. “I am sure 
I don’t know,” I protested, “I was not at the pasture when 
she was served.” No more was said, but he looked and 
looked at the heifer. Then my old woman came in, and, 
father, you should have just heard what she had to say to 
him - Lord, ho^v she talked ! She called him names, she 
scolded him, she told him that he ought to be ashamed of 
himself for annoying poor hard-working people, and when 
he tried to answer she wouldn’t hear a word. Once she 
actually spat at him. I was fairly scared. But he did 
absolutely nothing, nothing at all. Every time he opened his 
mouth she shouted him do^vn, so he just had to listen.’ 

‘There’s a baba for you,’ was the enthusiastic comment 
of the crowd. ‘But I was frightened all the same,’ con- 
tinued the little man, ‘and all that night I couldn’t sleep 
for wondering whether they would come back and con- 
fiscate the heifer and everything I had. But my baba said 
that if they came she would break their heads with a faggot. 
Through God’s mercy they didn’t come, or she might have 
done something desperate.’ 

‘Yes, -with you it went no further than flight,’ said the 
old man wth the staff, ‘but Demyan across the way there, 
you know what they did to him!’ 

At the mention of the name a murmur of pity surged 
through the crowd and several of the peasants shook their 
heads. 

‘Think of it,’ continued the old man, ‘he lives with his 
wife and a sister-in-law who is stone blind and quite helpless. 
But for his support she would have died long ago; he has 
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been like a father to the poor thing. Yet they pronounced 
him a koolack and stripped him of everything he had. First 
they assessed his share of tlic bread levy at three hundred 
poodSj though he never raised as much r^'^c in his life. But 
tlicy demanded it on purpose so as to have an excuse for 
confiscating his possessions, ^vhich they did, cleaning him 
out for good and all. They took his cightecn-ycar-old horse, 
his yearhng, his one cow, his four pigs and all the oats and 
untlircshed grain in his barn. Finally they sent Demyan 
himself to gaol for three weeks. As a favour they let him 
keep three and a half poods of rye, no more. They even 
took away tlie timber \vitla wliich he meant to repair his 
house and bams.’ 

‘And who was to blame? Why, tlic committee of the 
poor in tliis very \dllagc,’ said a voice, and all eyes were 
turned in the direction of the group of kolhozniks. The latter, 
however, seemed quite unruffled. They went on talking 
among themselves, and one of them laughed outright. 

‘Why didn’t tliey think of tlie blind girl, brother?’ asked 
someone. 

‘He has since been going round the government offices 
trying to get his case revic^ved, and liis property and rights 
as a citizen restored; but nothing has come of his 
efforts.’ 

‘Littie they care for people’s feelings. Human beings are 
nothing to them - nothing.’ 

The kolhoznik, who had laughed, a man of about thirty, 
with blue eyes and an uncombed black moustache, turned 
to me. 

‘They tell you everything except the real reason why 
Demyan was “dekoolackized”,’ said he. ‘He hired outside 
labour, not merely on occasions when the law allows it, 
but for the purposes of exploitation, and he did some trading 
too.’ 
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There was a loud laugh. It was clear what the crowd 
thought of the kolhoznik’s reply. 

‘Laugh away/ he cried, rather irritably, ‘that’s all you 
can do anysvay, laugh and complain.’ 

‘Thank God at aU events that we can stiU laugh, even if 
we can’t talk freely,’ remarked the old man again. 

At this the kolkoznik lost his temper. 

‘You old fool,’ he shouted, ‘^vho put a gag in your mouth? 
As though anybody could ever stop you talking,’ and 
turning to me he continued, ‘It is a good thing that you are 
here to see for yourself how they twst things. . . . They 
talk and talk and talk, yet they have the impudence to say 
that they are not allowed to talk. What a people!’ 

‘You know what happened last winter?’ someone yelled. 

‘Well, what did happen?’ shouted back the kolhoznik. 

‘We dared not speak at meetings. If we said anything 
that the organizers didn’t like, they abused us, called us 
koolacks, and even threatened to put us in prison.’ 

‘We let the women do the talking,’ cried a voice from the 
back of the crowd. 

‘They did that in every village, just let the women talk.’ 

‘And how they did talk!’ 

‘They went on day and night. The organizers had not 
a chance.’ 

‘If the organizer tried to stop them they made such a din 
that he had to caU off the meeting.’ 

‘What is there to be proud of in that?’ broke in another 
kolhoznik. 

‘Plenty of reason for us,’ screamed a middle-aged -woman 
•with a baby. ‘Our men folk,’ she complained to me, ‘had 
cold feet, so we decided that we’d do something on our 
own account, and many of us came ^vith our babies on 
purpose, because we knew that the laws about women -with 
babies would prevent their touching us.’ 
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‘Are you utterly without shame?’ broke in another 
kolhoznik. ‘There was only one constable of that kind here. 
Yet you talk as if they were all the same. He was a pere- 
gibshiichik* he went beyond his instructions,’ 

.‘That may be so, but in other villages they were often, all 
of them, scoundrels,’ shouted another woman at the top 

of her voice. ‘I have a son in S and I know what the 

idiots did over there, and nobody attempted to interfere 
with them.’ 

‘But tliey had no right to do it,’ explained the kolhoznik 
with tlie unkempt moustache. ‘If you tell a story you ought 
to - tell the whole story, and you know tlaat some of those 
fellows who behaved so badly are no^v in gaol.’ 

Feeling was now rising fast between the kolhozniks and 
tlaeir opponents. One thing was quite evident. The village 
was divided, not into bedniaks and seredniah on the one side 
and the well-to-do on the other, but into kolhozniks and 
non-kolhozniks. The kolhozniks were ‘drey’ and die in- 
dividualists were ‘we.’ This was certainly not the sort of 
split which die revolutionaries ^vantcd to promote in the 
village - anything but, for it clove into ^varring factions die 
very forces that were supposed to amalgamate and joindy 
constitute the opora (the support) of the Revolution. But 
the mass of the villagers only saw in the kolhoz the poiver 
which had taken away their best pastures from them, had 
at one time even menaced diem with the confiscation of 
their gardens, and, above all, had threatened to swallow 
them up themselves. 

Presently a tall man with a ruddy face and a military 
bearing came up. 

‘Here is anodier liquidated koolack,’ someone exclaimed. 
‘jVu, Nikolai, tell our countryman what they did to 
you.’ 


• One who committed excesses, 
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‘ATh/ replied Nikolai wth a wave of his hand, ‘that’s an 
old stor)’’ now, not worth repeating,’ 

‘TeU it, tell it, don’t be afraid,’ several voices urged. 

Nikolai frowned. 

‘Last year,’ he began, ‘I thought of joining the kolhoz, but 
my ^vife threatened to kill herself if I did, so I did not. 
Well, you see me as I stand here? That’s how they left 
me. Everything else they took away, except three poods of 
grain and a few sacks of potatoes which they allowed me 
to keep as a favour.’ 

‘The finest pair of horses in the village,’ a peasant close 
to me remarked, ‘three cows, ten sheep, twenty hens, a 
wagon, ploughs, they stripped him of everything, and of 
course they drove him out of his own house, and in freezing 
weather, too. Merciless.’ 

‘And we all know Nikolai,’ added the old man again. 
‘Nobody in this village worked so hard or so honestly as he 
did. Ever since he was a little boy he has been the same. 
If on the way to his fields with a load of manure a piece 
were to fall off, he would go back and pick it up with his 
own hands, every bit of it and put it, on the cart again. 
It was the same if any wisps fell off a load of hay, he would 
rake up every shred and put it back. He never left the 
smallest or the greenest potato in the field. Nothing was ever 
wasted in his house, that’s the kind of man he was.’ 

‘Yes,’ said another man, ‘he ate and slept too little, was 
out in all kinds of weather, and never tippled as some of 
us do. He never, indeed, allowed himself the slightest 
luxury. Copeck upon copeck he put away, rouble upon 
rouble - all his neighbours will bear me out - and when he 
went to town he would not even pennit himself the treat 
of a herring or an abaranok* - there is thrift for you!’ 

‘It is all true, every word of it,’ cried several voices. 

• A 'wheaten roll. 
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‘If wc had only known what was coming,’ said someone, 
‘we \\'ould nc\'cr liavc botlicrcd to \vork and save to build 
up a respectable liomc. ^Vc’d just have loafed so that we 
might remain paupers, and then instead of things being 
taken away from us tlmy’d be given to us. It is wonderful 
to be a pauper no^radays. You get cverjlhing for nothing, 
you pay less taxes, and you arc the hig sliishka* in tlic village. 
But a man like Nikolai who has slaved and saved all his life 
now has to pay tlic pcnalt)^’ 

‘Why then did he live like that?’ came an indignant 
query from the fringe of the crowd. The entire assemblage 
turned to see ^\'ho it was. ‘I don’t know this Nikolai,’ con- 
tinued the speaker, a young man in the early twenties, 
dressed for a holiday, vath a cap and collar and tic and an 
up-to-date suit of clotlics. I ^vas told he was from a neigh- 
bouring Ullage, a student in some electrical iccfmikum] on 
a visit to relations. 

‘I don’t know Nikolai,’ lie went on defiantly, ‘but I heard 
all tliat you had to say about him.’ 

*\Vcll, ^vhat of tliat?’ said tlic old man 

‘I’ll tell you what,’ calmly replied tlie youth. 

‘Oh! dr)’^ up!’ cried tlie old man impatiently. 

‘Plug up your cars, old boy,’ retorted tlic young fellow, 
‘you need not listen if you don’t want to. A lot of you people 
never want to hear any sense at all. But what I say is tliis. 
Here is Nikolai; the Soviets, you complain, have maltreated 
him. He has ivorkcd hard all his life to build up a place 
of his o\sm. He denied himself ct^ciytliing, even a herring 
on market days. He’d pick up cvciy bit of manure tliat fell 
off his ivagon and et'ery shred of hay tliat blew about his 
yard. An excellent citizen tliat -’ 

‘No, a bandit,’ interrupted someone sarcastically, and a 
roar broke out from tlic croivd. 

• Power. tindustrial School. 
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‘An honourable citizen/ continued the young man quite 
unperturbed, ‘the kind, at all events, that you hold in 
honour. But I ask you -in all seriousness, what did he save 
for? You say yourselves that he was denying himself things 
all the time. He just saved. What for? For whom? Was 
it to take something to his grave with him? Why didn’t he 
at least try to live?’ 

He paused as though for a reply, and it came. 

‘And what is the good of doing nothing and saving 
nothing after the fashion of rapscallions like you?’ 

‘We try to hve,’ repUed the lad. ‘We buy clothes, books, 
and newspapers, and we study and do our best to under- 
stand the better life and to hve it; that’s what we do.’ 

‘And to push your elders into the grave,’ shouted a very 
old man. ‘Take me for example. I am sick. I have special 
wants. Sugar I must have, for instance, but do you imagine 
that I can get sugar? Not a bit of it. I am too old, I suppose, 
and you young scalawags think that it would be waste to 
give it to an old man hke me.’ 

‘Join the kolhoz,’ suggested someone, ‘and you’ll get sugar 
soon enough.’ , 

‘As though there were not enough people already in the 
kolhoz to start quarrelhng!’ 

‘They can do with a lot more.’ 

‘In the village of H the other day a man who preferred 

to run his own farm had a dispute with the chairman of the 
kolhoz over some question of pasture, whereupon the chair- 
man pulled out his revolver and shot him dead.’ 

The group of kolhozniks, who had thus far taken little part 
in the discussion, showed signs of resentment at this state- 
ment. 

‘And suppose there was shooting at H ’ shouted one 

of them. ‘Was there no shooting in this village too last 
year? Was there not shooting in this country before we even 
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heard of the kolhoz? Why is it always the kolhoz that is 
responsible?’ 

Someone tried to stop him, but he brushed him aside, 
and turning to me he ^vcnt on: 

‘Every time anything happens in the kolhoz they yell 
themselves hoarse about it. They forget that the same things 
happen outside the kolhoz. One of our men tipped over a 
load of hay, and it ^vas the talk of the whole countr)fsidc 
for weeks. Two of our women started a fight, and pulled 
each other’s hair. That again set evcjybody off laughing. 
The other day on my way home, I noticed a horse that had 
come unhitched, and I said to myself, if this is a kolhoz 
team ever^'body will say that kolhozniks do not trouble to 
hitch up their horses properly. But it so happened that it 
was Semko there, so of course nobody had a word to say 
about it. How tlicy love to pitch into the kolhoz, but, 
nichevo, they’ll change tlicir tunc in time.’ 

‘That they wall,’ cried another kolhoznik, ‘we’ll sec who 
can raise the best crops, and who’ll enjoy tlic best life.’ 

A tall woman with a hard face joined the crowd, and an 
oldish man yelled out for fun: 

‘Here is the chief champion of the kolhoz in our \'illagc.’ 

‘I?’ protested tlie woman. ‘A champion of this fresh 
torment that they are foisting on to us?’ 

‘A paradise, auntie,’ someone on tlie outside snapped. 

‘Paradise, of course,’ snarled back the Nvoman, ‘living 
by the bell. Did you see,’ she had turned to me, ‘the bell 
they have fixed up? They just live by it. They get up 
by it, eat by it, sleep by it, fight by it, and if anything should 
ever happen to that beU, they’d be more at a loss than little 
chickens which suddenly lose the old hen.’ 

‘She obviously doesn’t like music,’ someone remarked 
facetiously. 

‘I certainly don’t like bells,’ said auntie, ‘what a life in 
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the kolhoz, always under someone’s orders! Yesterday, for 
instance, I did no work. I just wanted a rest so I took one, 
and I ate more than I usually do, five times as much.’ 

‘^dorovOf zdorovo,’* exclaimed several voices. The woman 
'' smiled, pleased with the applause. 

‘Yes, I had five meals and there was nobody to say me 
nay. It was nobody’s business. I was my own mistress. 
But in a kolhoz, how could I take a rest when I want to? 
I’d have to wait for the blessed bell before I could have a 
meal, and I could not have five meals unless the beU rang 
five times. That’s the position. Then my little girl likes 
butter, but if I joined the kolhoz how could I get butter?’ 

‘When our new cows come on we’ll have plenty of it,’ 
interrupted a kolhoznik. 

‘But you have none now,’ she shouted back, ‘and my little 
girl wants butter at once, every day.’ 

‘When the harvest comes everything will be different,’ 
^ said another kolhoznik. ‘We’ll have more than any of you 
\ and we’U fare better and live better. Just you wait and see, 
all you grousers.’ 

‘And supposing you do?’ burst out Ilya, the patriarch 
of the village, a hardy old gentleman with a still upright 
carriage though nearing his century, ‘Would that be any- 
thing so unusual? You have got the best land in the village, 
the best pasture, the best grain for seed, the best horses, 
cows and pigs, raised by decent people with their own 
sweat and blood in this or other villages. You have wood 
and lumber from the State forests, tractors, and other 
machines, credit from the government; everything, aU the 
help, all the advantages. Where then will &e miracle be 
if you succeed in raising better crops than we do? Why 
don’t you perform a real miracle? Get the poorest land 
you can find, let the government impose on you half the 

* Well donel 
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burdens that it puts on us, do everything tviUi your own 
hands, and tlien see w'hat you can do.’ 

‘Yes, yes,’ chimed in a host of enthusiastic voices. 

‘Then let’s see your miracle.’ 

‘Yes, a real miracle,’ repeated a host of otliers. 

A kolliozJiik began to say something, but Ilya interrupted 
him: 

‘And I say more. Give us the same privileges that you 
are enjoying, good land, machinery^ credits, stock, and see 
if we don’t even go one better than you. I kno\v. When 
a man has his otvn things he ^\^ll ^vork his head off to get 
results, but when everything is pooled as it is in a kolhoz, he 
says to himself -“I’ll do as little as I can, for I’ll get as much 
as tlie other fellow anywvay.” ’ 

‘No use arguing witli tliese people,’ muttered a kolhoznik 
to me, ‘tliey’ll have their own way. They wnn’t have any- 
tliing new.’ 

‘We must re-cducatc you first,’- it was the student again, 
‘tlien you tvill change your attitude towards labour. You 
will no longer say “let tlie otlier fellow’ do tlie w’ork.” ’ 

‘Re-educate,’ sneered Ilya, ‘re-educate a muzhik. You silly 
idiot. When you have lived as long as I ha\’e, young man, 
you’ll talk less nonsense. But I %vanted to say something 
else. The kolhoz is supposed to exploit nobody. But did any 
landlord ever exploit people as it does? Did any landlord 
ever take cow’s, pigs, horses, ^vagons, timber and otlier 
tilings, too, from tlieir owners as tlie kolhoz has from tlicse 
unfortunate koolacks? Yet it, too, hires labour and far more 
tlian any koolack ever did - exploitation!’ 

‘Hear, hear,’ shouted a burly peasant, delighted. And 
Ilya, stimulated by the attention he ivas attracting, raced 
on isitli increasing fen’our. ‘They talk about exploitation. 
Well, look at tlie settlement of tlie shliakta* near here. Son 

• Well-to-do Polish pe.isants. 
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of mine/ he put his hands across his chest and shook his 
head dolefully, ‘it was as near a progrom as anything I have 
ever seen in my life. They were well-to-do people in this 
settlement, cultured and industrious, and in the old days 
they bought a lot of land from the neighbouring landlords, 
and they raised wonderful cattle, pigs, geese, sheep and 
everything. They had machinery too. Of course they em- 
ployed hired assistance, so as to get the work done properly, 
but they themselves and their wives and children worked 
harder than aU the hired men. For a long time the Soviets 
tried to break them with taxes, levies of bread, fines, and 
cutting into their land, yet they still lived on and prospered 
for they were real hustlers and good folk. Last winter, 
however, they were pronounced koolacks, sixteen of them 
out of eighteen. To my dying day I shall never forget what 
I saw there last winter. I was on a visit to my nephew who 
had an allotment there. What a fate! Such wailing and 
shouting I never heard. They were one and all, men, women 
and children, yes, even newly born babies still at their 
mothers’ breasts, packed off. They begged for mercy, some 
of the men blubbering like little children and pleading for 
their wives to be spared and allowed to remain so that they 
and the children could keep on living at home. Do you 
suppose that any notice was taken of their pleas? Akh! 
No more than a storm takes of the hay that has not been 
gathered from the field. Pity there was none. They all had 
to go, bundle up and get into the wagons and drive off to 
that awful place, Kotlas.’ 

‘But they were koolacks, uncle,’ shouted a kolhoznik. 

‘And koolacks have no place in a Soviet society,’ chimed 
in the student. ‘They are always against collectivization, 
against everything, indeed.’ 

‘Koolacks, koolacks,’' continued the old man. ‘Have then 
koolacks no feelings, have they no love for their wives and 
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children? Do koolacks enjoy seeing their dear ones fall sick 
and die? They are now letting some of the women and 
children come back, if relations send for them or go to 

fetch them. Anisya from T has just returned. You 

ought to hear her talk! The poor thing, she went away 
wdtli four children and only one has come back, three died 
up tlierc. Another man from the same village has also 
come back with his wife. He was sent away illegally and 
permitted to I'cturn. But of his two children, one died on 
tire \vay up there, and the otlier just as they got off the train 
the other day - almost in sight of home. My son saw them 
in tlie market place. They had the body of the dead child 
in the wagon wrapped up in a sack and covered witli straw. 
My son told me that tlie mother, poor little thing, cried 
so wildly that the whole market place was upset. There 
now,’ turning to tlie koUwzniks reproachfully. 

‘In a revolution you cannot stop just for a few women 
and children,’ burst out the student. 

The remark released an avalanche of abuse. 

‘You stop at notliing, nothing. , . .’ 

‘Think of tlie grain you have shaken out of us. . . 

‘And all tlie sp)dng and denouncing by the poor. . . 

^Koolack, koolack, koolackP 

‘Yes, koolack, koolack, koolack’ 

‘Everybody is a koolack who wants to keep his self-respect.’ 

‘Yes, everybody, everybody, even if he has not a shirt to 
his name.’ 

‘They scare you ^vith words. . . .’ 

‘And wth tlireats. . . .’ 

The kolhozniks and tlie student tried to get in an explana- 
tion, but tlie croivd was no longer in a mood to listen. 
Carried aivay by a torrent of indignation they ivould hear 
no excuse. The wratli of tlie moment carried everything 
before it. Louder and louder became tlieir shouts as one 
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after the other they jumped to their feet, flourishing their 
arms and brandishing their sticks as if to strike. The women, 
even more wrought up than the men, shrieked their com- 
plaints and denunciations at the top of their piercing voices. 
One man grabbed me by the arm and begged me to follow 
him into a corner where a friend from another village would 
tell me of the peregibi* that the government organizers 
had perpetrated there. Several people pushed up to me 
and yelled their complaints into my face. The kolhozniks 
were as excited as the rest. The student jumped over people’s 
backs and mounting the pile of logs shouted for order, but 
it was of no avail. Nobody wanted order. Nobody wanted 
to listen. Everybody seemed possessed. As no one took any 
notice of him the student turned to the small group that 
had gathered round me. 

Tt is always the same,’ he began, ‘they see nothing but 
evil in everything the Soviets do. They can’t get over the 
fate of the wives and children of the liquidated koolacks. 
Of course the women and children did suffer. I was myself 
a special constable and helped to “dekoolackize” people. It 
was not a pleasant job. But neither is going to war and 
shooting and throwing bombs and thrusting a bayonet 
into another man’s flesh, yet sometimes it has to be done. 
And this was war, and is war. The koolack had to be got 
out of the way as completely as an enemy at the front. 
He is the enemy at the front. He is the enemy of the kolhoz, 
and wherever he could he struck at the kolhoz with aU his 
might; and that we just could not allow. And what pity 
did these same koolacks show to women and children when 
they had their bins loaded with rye and wheat and would 
let none of it go to the city, where there were people, millions 
of them, yes millions of women and children too, threatened 
with starvation?’ 


* Excesses or abuses. 
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*If the Soviets would pay them a decent price they would 
not stick to their grain,’ burst out one of his listeners. 

‘A decent price/ shouted the student. ‘Didn’t the Soviets 
pay the koolack a decent price? What did he want - blood? 
A decent price! In a revolution everybody has to work 
and suffer and sacrifice himself and help to build up the 
new society which is going to make cvcr)d3ody comfortable. 
But tlic koolacks thought only of themselves; all they wanted 
was to grab and grab and to keep their grabbings in their 
own hands. The rest of the countr)' might perish - it was 
no affair of theirs. Think of the men and women iri the 
cities sweating away at tlicir ^vork, and the koolacks holding 
the bread back from them. Where was their pity? Koolack 
children died - yes, but other children have been saved. 
And is it nothing that nurseries have been built, even in 
this wllagc and in so many other villages round here? And 
what are these nurseries for but to keep the cliildrcn well 
and happy, and to save tlicm from disease and premature 
death?’ 

‘Nobody said anything against the nurseries,’ someone 
interrupted. 

‘No,’ flashed back tlie student, ‘but you talk about 
koolack babies as though the Soviets tried intentionally to 
stance and kill tliem. Unreasoning creatures. The peasants 
want everything to happen at once. They would like tlie 
Soviets to take them into the kolhoz and immediately to 
shower gold and luxury upon them. Do wells dig them- 
selves? Do barns build tliemselves? Do fields plough them- 
selves? Do tractors make themselves? They forget that 
nothing comes -without effort, witliout sacrifice. But, 
nichevo, they %vill learn, they \vill have to, and, babies or no 
N. babies, the koolacks, all of them, Avill have to go.’ 

‘We’ll all go, we’llall perish, ’broke in the old man who had 
complained that he could get no sugar at the co-operative. 
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‘You %vill if the koolacks are not liquidated - they’ll 
swallow you all up and bring the bourgeois back and make 
slaves of you again. The kolhoz is your only salvation.’ 
The student finished. 

The old man remained unimpressed. 

‘Koolacks, koolacks, that is all we hear nowadays,’ he 
answered. ‘I have lived through wars and epidemics and 
revolutions and droughts and what not. And this is what 
I say - if you have a rotten piece of stuff, how can you make 
a good hat? If you have a rotten piece of wood how can 
you make a good axle? Of course you can’t. And if you 
have a rotten people how can you have order? Of course 
you can’t, and we Russians are the rottenest people in the 
world, always against one another, always fighting one 
another. jVa.’ And he despairingly waved his hand. 

‘That is the old way of talking, grandpa,’ said the student. 
‘It has no meaning any more. But you are not to blame. 
You are too old to learn.’ 

Later on I went with a crowd of boys for a swim. The 
student came along too. Afterwards, when we were stretch- 
ing ourslev^ on the grass in the sun, he returned to the 
charge. 

‘Do you know what the chief trouble is with our muzhiks?' 
he said. ‘They all want to become koolacks. It is deep-rooted, 
in their very bones. Again and again I ask myself, why 
are they like that? Take that fellow, Nikolai, for instance, 
of whom they spoke with such pity. What had he all his 
life been sweating and saving for? What good did he get 
out of all his savings? And, you remember, the more he 
saved the more he wanted to save. Why, what for?’ 

He paused; I passed round the cigarettes, and as we 
smoked he went on. 

‘I have been thinking a good deal about the subject lately 
because of something that happened in my own village. 
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The old landlord there had a wonderful blacksmith, a plain 
muzhik, a somotichka,* ljut with an uncanny aptiUidc for 
mechanics. There was no machine, liowev'er complicated, 
even of foreign make, ^vhich he could not put right. Other 
landlords, when they had trouble ^vith their machines, sent 
for him instead of for a professional mechanic. He was 
earning good money both from his own landlord and from 
otliers too. But he had the soul of a koolack. He never 
married and he lived all alone in a little house, did his o^vn 
cooking, his otsm washing, his o^vn mending, and all the 
time he kept on hoarding. He would never help any of 
his relations, not even his own brother and sister, and when 
his sister’s children came to see him he never gave them so 
much as a ginger snap or a slice of white bread. He just 
saved and saved and hoarded and hoarded. 

‘The other day he got sick, and the fddsher'\ told him to 
stay in bed - he was too feverish to go about. The neigh- 
bours sent for his sister who lived about fifteen versts away. 
\Vhen she approached the bedside, he shouted to her to ( 
leave tlie house at once. “You have come here to see me 
die,” he screamed, “so that you can grab my property. But 
I won’t die. I wll outlive you and all your children and 
everyone else who wants to lay hands on my possessions. 
Out %vith you, you bitch!” The poor woman went back 
and she had hardly reached home when the old fellow died. 
With the help of the police his relations searched the house 
and it was amusing the things they found there — twenty-six 
axes, fifty odd sickles, hundreds of nuts and bolts, a whole 
stack of plough-points, piles of other spare parts - and 
also sacks of horsehair and bristles and dried fish tliat 
had begun to rot. Bfis attic was also stuffed up wtli the 
things he had been hoarding all his life - hoarding just for 
the sake of hoarding, without any thought of using them. 

♦ Self-educated man. t Healer. 
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Well, the old fellow had gold too. He bragged •while he 
was still alive that he had more than the landlords had, 
but neither his relations nor the police could find it. They 
turned his house and the little bam and shop upside do%vn, 
but they could find the gold nowhere. Then they began 
to dig outside, and at last they found it in some little iron 
buckets, and where do you suppose they found it? Right 
under the earth closet! Just fancy! The cunning old devil! 
And the question I have been asking myself is, what good 
do these people get out of aU this? One bucket of gold, 
two buckets of gold, a sackful of axes, a carload of axes, 
a million roubles, a billion roubles - why do people love 
hoarding? What pleasure do they get out of it? Akh, how 
beastly!’ 
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THE WHITE WEDDING 

In prcscnt-day Russia it is heresy to view \vith approval 
the old holidays. Spokesmen of the nc^v regime see in them 
only a calculated effort of malign exploiters to bedevil the 
masses. In The Calendar of Religions Holidays, the author, 
F. Covalef, inveighs ■wrathfully against their nature and 
purposes. Holidays, he argues, were an occasion and an 
excuse for drunkenness and gluttony and all their accom- 
panynng evils. ‘On holidays,’ he writes, ‘it was drummed 
into the heads of the people that they must fulfil tlie com- 
mands of Christ, Avhich in reality ^vcrc the commands of 
tlic exploiting classes. . . . On holidays, with the aid of 
sendees and ceremonies, the priest and the exploiting 
classes hovering back of tlicm, sought to prevent the uni- 
fication of the toiling masses for the struggle against their 
oppressors. . . . The customs and ceremonials that pertain 
to die purely nature basis of holiday resulted in colossal 
damage to the people . . . sen'cd to perpetuate backward 
and unproduedve methods of Ullage and prevented man 
from wrenching himself free from poverty. . . . Now 
dicse customs and ceremonials hamper the spread of the 
kolhoz movement.’ 

Further on, however, the \mter points out that the old 
holidays ivere in some way rooted in an appreciation or 
fear of die forces of nature on iviiich die ivelfare of farming 
folk depended. Eloquently he commends those SoHct 
organizadons ivhich, in their fight against religion, provided 
substitutes diat linked the nature element of the old holida)^ 
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to some present-day movement. ‘The day of Elijah,’ 
he says, in speaking of the work of certain Soviets, 
‘was turned into a day of electrification; Trinity into an 
arbour day; Poktov into a harvest day and, in 1929, into 
a day of electrification. Easter was made the day of the first 
furrow, and in the future it ought to be the day of collective 
ploughing and sowing.’ Thus, in spite of Bolshevik bias the 
author is impelled to admit that there was an element in 
the old holidays which ministered to man’s urge for festivity, 
excitement and romance. 

Surely this was true of holidays in our village. Here, for 
example, was Christmas - the merriest of all festivals. Older 
people might find their chief diversion in drink, but youth 
cared little for mead or vodka. Instead, it abandoned itself 
to rounds of dances, song-feasts and those minstrel-like parades 
which lent special lustiness to Christmas. There was the 
parade with the zvesda, the star. Out of scantlings, boys 
would make a star-shaped wheel and cover it on both sides 
with gay-coloured paper. Inside, they would insert candles 
and light them. Hoisting the star on top of a thin pole, 
they would revolve it by means of a string, causing it to 
whirl with brilliant illumination. Marching from house to 
house with this star and, turning it round and round, they 
would sing appropriate songs. The lady of the house usually 
rewarded them for their entertainment with a piece of 
pork, a boiled egg, griddle cakes or other peasant delicacies. 

Equally exciting was the parade with the koselchik - little 
goat. The boys would fashion the effigy of a little goat out 
of sticks, boards and skins. One of them would act as its 
official rider. From house to house they would march, an 
accordion player or fiddler going with them. On entering 
a house the musicians would play like mad on their instru- 
ments and the rider of the koselchik, his hat decorated with 
brightly coloured paper, would dance around the room on 
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his little goat, violently tossing his head and flieking a 
shiny leather whip. Then he would ask the lady of the 
house for a mess of grain for the overworked and hungry 
creature, and tlie request was always joyfully granted. 

Both tlie star bearers and the goat riders never missed a 
house in the village, whether peasant, Gipsy or Jew. Some- 
times, they would visit neighbouring villages singing and 
shouting, and make the round of the houses tliere, while 
similar parties of merr^^-makers \vould come from other 
villages to ours. 

Easter was less rollicking and more ceremonious than 
Christmas. As if in emulation of nature ^vhich, with the 
arrival of spring, resumed a festive appearance, the peasants 
would scrub and whitewash their houses and paint tlie 
windows and the shutters, as on no other occasion in the 
year. Those who could afford it would decorate their lamps 
and window-sills witli gay coloured tissue paper. The night 
before, at various plaees in tlie street, there would be log 
fires which were kept up until daylight, and folk would 
gather around and regale themselves ivith gossip and ghost 
tales. 

The chief diversion during the Easter holidays was tlie 
game of biiki and whal an exciting game it isl Two men, 
each holding an egg, oppose each other. One man exposes 
the small end of his egg, while tlie otlier, also exposing the 
small end, taps lightly with his egg upon tlie other until 
one breaks. Then tlie players turn Uie eggs around, exposing 
the large ends, and repeat tlie tapping. The man whose 
egg breaks on botli ends forfeits it to his opponent; if botli 
eggs break at one end the players exchange them. There 
were men in tlie village who all the ivinter long prepared for 
this game. They examined every egg before it went to 
market or to the frying pan, sounding tlie strength of its 
shell by lightly tapping the ends against tlieir'teetli. Any 
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egg which promised to be a winner, they would store away 
for Easter. They would make the rounds of market places 
in search of strong-shelled eggs and pay for them from ten 
to fifty copecks apiece, an exorbitant price in the old days. 
Throughout the Easter holidays, crowds would gather in 
the street, if the weather permitted, otherwise in houses, 
their pockets bulging with eggs and amidst excited talk and 
violent gesticulating would accept or fling out challenges and 
win or lose egg after egg. Whatever the original reason for 
this game and the pagan beliefs out of which it had grown, 
it was a prolific source of fun and excitement. 

Yet neither Christmas nor Easter could vie with Trinity 
in sheer romantic appeal. Coming at the time of the 
interval between the planting and the harvesting of crops, 
it was as if built on a spirit of thanksgiving for nature’s 
bountifulness. Well do I remember with what solicitude 
peasants would in the old days sweep the streets and clean 
up the yards and set tliese out with a double row of freshly 
cut birch saphngs and carpet the ground between with 
newly mowed grass. They would twine leafy twigs around 
window-frames, gateways, and fences. They would cover 
the ikons and the lamps inside their houses with garlands 
of flowers in season, chief of which was the gorgeous 
cornflower. Dismal as the village might appear in ordinary 
times, at Trinity, clothed in a mantle of grass and foliage 
and flowers, it made a lovely picture. 

The people themselves, would partake of the bright- 
ness and gaiety of nature. Dressed in their best, everybody 
would go to church, taking along flowers and freshly mowed 
grass. At certain parts of the services, the congregation 
would kneel down and make wreaths. , These they would 
wear on the way home and then hang them up on the ikons. 
They were supposed to be magic wreaths, possessed of 
power to keep away ill-luck from house and barn - that is 
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from man and beast. In some parts of the country, girls in 
crowds would go to a nearby stream and amidst song and 
laughter would cast their wreaths into the waters and wait 
for results with fluttering hearts. If the wreaths floated 
away they would thrill with joy, for this %vas a sign that 
within the ensuing year they would be married. If the 
wrcatlis were caught in an eddy and \vhirlcd round and 
round in one place, their brows would cloud with disappoint- 
ment, for that was a sign tliat their troth would be dissolved. 
If tlic wreath sank into the water their hearts too sank, for 
tliat meant that they would remain unwed, the woist 
possible fate for a peasant girl in the old days. I am not 
intending to trace the origin of tlicsc ancient practices, 
but one need be neither poet nor scientist to appreciate 
the urge for diversion and romance tltat went into their 
making. 

The Bolsheviks, hou'cvcr, need not be alarmed over the 
stability of tlic ancient holidays and their multitudinous 
customs. The Revolution is fast gnawing away at their 
vciy roots and draining them of vitality. In our village the 
day of tire zvesda and the koselchik w'as, I learned, at an end. 
Children of school age had not seen either. Other cere- 
monials w'erc likewise disappearing. During tlic preceding 
Easter eve, only two bonfires were started and these were 
kept up only a short time. The people \vho gatliercd around 
them no longer diverted themselves witli ghost tales, but 
engaged in a violent discussion of the one subject that never 
left their minds - tlie kolhoz. Peasants still played the 
game of bitki, but with ever diminishing zest, and tlierc 
were young people who laughed at it as at sometliing lit 
only for demented folk. It would not be long, I was assured, 
before bitki would go the way of the zvesda and the koselchik - 
intd oblivion. 

I did not, however, have to trust to mere hearsay to 
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appreciate the collapse of the old scheme of tilings in 
holiday celebrations. Here was Trinity, and as I sauntered 
up and down the village I saw but faint attempts at the 
customar}’ decorations. Not a yard could boast of the 
boulevard-like double roiv of saplings or of tlic layers of 
grass that clothed the village in loveliness. A single stick 
of birch, a few handfuls of grass carelessly scattered, a stray 
twig over a window was all that remained of the ancient 
ornamentation. Sdll people did obsen'e it. They did not 
work and they dressed up in their best clothes. Few' of them 
w’cnt to church and few-er still carried flou'ers. Also Trinity 
had remained the wedding season that it ahvays w'as. True, 
this year, there were fewer weddings than usual - only 
four. Because of tlic uncertainties that the kol/wz had flung 
on tliem, youths were postponing marriage, and besides 
they had become more ^vorldly and ^verc in no hurr)'^ to 
rush into wedlock. Three of the four w-eddings arranged for 
w'erc red, that is secular, and the fourth w'as ^vhitc, with a 
religious ceremony. The w'hite wedding, perhaps the last 
in the village, roused my chief interest and I invited myself 
as a guest there. 

The bride was a blue-eyed girl of seventeen, wdtli flaxen 
hair, a round chin and a voice that ^vas mildly piercing. 
At the village dance the evening before the w'edding, she 
was as ga^ as any girl and frolicked about wdth tlic boys 
with a freedom wiiich in itself betokened a new spirit 
among peasant girls. 

Her mother, a w’oman of forty-tivo, ividi a wealth of 
lustrous black hair and a handsome face, told me, bctw'ccn 
sobs, that she w'as sorry to have the girl many so young, 
especially in times like these when folks, w'crc upset about 
everything. But America was to blame - her husband had 
gone there before Anna was born and refused to return 
home. Now and then he w'ould send a few dollars, but tliat 
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did not relieve her of tlie responsibility of managing tiic 
household. Had she been in good health she would not 
have minded. But of late she had been subject to licadachcs 
and backaches, and with the new order of things in the 
village, her responsibilities instead of lightening, were 
growing more arduous. She needed someone to share 
tlicsc responsibilities and who could do it more competently 
than a man she could trust ? Well, she knew Anna \vas in 
love with Peter, and Peter, though only Uventy, was an 
exemplar)' youtli, witli fine habits of work and of a kindly 
disposition. He had wanted to wait until his period of 
ser\'icc in the Red Army tvas over, but he yielded to per- 
suasion and consented to an immediate marriage. He 
would be a primak - come to li\'e witli tliem and be the 
man in their house. His father had agreed to give him a 
wagon, a horse and a cotv. 

Early on tlic morning of the wedding, I went to tlic 
bride’s house. The family had just finished breakfast, 
all but Anna, who, according to custom, was supposed 
to touch no food or drink until after the ceremony. Her 
mother and younger sister and her very old grandmother, 
were more excited titan Anna herself. The grandmother, 
especially, was overjoyed tliat she had lived to see her grand- 
daughter become betrothed to a good and tvortliy man. 
Witli tears in her eyes she assured me that she had been 
worried lest Anna and Peter, like so many young couples, 
forswear a church ceremony and she was so elated that they 
would be married by tlie little father. 

As we were all sitting around the family table and talking, 
a matronly girl entered the house. She ivas the bride- 
groom’s sister. Instantly Anna disappeared and' soon 
returned ivith a gorgeously embroidered blouse. Unfolding 
it before me she asked hoiv I liked it and, glowing ivitli 
pride, explained that she had made it for Peter and tliat tliis 
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was his wedding costume. Folding it gently, she gave it to 
Peter’s sister who tucked it neatly under her arm and 
dashed out of the house. 

Presently guests began to arrive, each with a contribution 
for the wedding feast — a pot of cheese, a dish of sour cream, 
a loaf or part of a loaf of black bread, a pan of boiled eggs, a 
sack of flour for griddle cakes, a roll of home-made sausage, 
a lump of boiled beef, raw salted pork and of course bottles 
of vodka and even more of homebrew. Setting these gifts 
on the table the guests seated themselves on the benches. 
Those who found no seats stood up and soon the house 
was jammed with people, young and old, among whom 
were women with babies that were sucking from big un- 
covered breasts. The musicians came, two peasant boys with 
an accordion and a taipbourine and instantly they broke 
into a merry tune. The playing struck a responsive chord 
in the guests and they burst into song, the older folks singing 
with as much enthusiasm as the young people: 

^Much ado with cabbage 

What with planting and with watering 

Love is even more trouble 

What with caring and forgetting' 

And again: 

‘Jn a red house on the clearing 
My sweetheart promised to take me 
Pray, mother dear, see 
If he'll make a good son-in-law' 

A recess followed. The guests were waiting for the 
groom and were putting themselves into a fit mood to 
receive him. When he arrived, escorted by his sister and his 
groomsmen, he was greeted with the song: 
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‘Says liillc Peltry he says 
Why donU they bring my little Anna 
If they'd bring my little Anna 
She'd give me her right hand.' 

Short and wiiy, with light bro\\'n Iiair, mild blue eyes 
and wearing the blouse Anna had made for him, Peter, 
self-conscious and embarrassed, seated himself at the head 
of the table, surrounded by his groomsmen. Near him sat 
Nikita, one of the oldest men in the village, and famed for 
his long beard and his ready wit. Tumbler of homebrew in 
hand, he recited a toast of welcome to the groom; the otlicr 
guests followed ending with the salutation ‘to your health, 
bridegroom.’ Peter, of course, was not supposed to touch 
food or drink until after the return from church. His 
groomsmen sought to pei'suadc him to forget this ancient 
custom but he staunchly refused to be persuaded. Once 
more the guests burst into song, this time into the melancholy 
strains of ‘Sudba Jlesehastnaya' (unhappy fate). \Vhen tlic 
song ^\'as finished, Anna \\'alkcd in on the arms of her 
attendants. She ^\■orc a veil and her cheeks ^verc rouged. 
A bu.vom girl, ^\•ith a ruddy comple.xion, she needed no 
rouge; but since it ^\'as something ne\v in the village, some- 
tliing from the city, its use was supposed to lend her special 
distinction. Looking neither to right nor to left, she walked 
straight to the place reserved for her on the bench facing 
Peter, and he, witliout rising from his seat or removing his 
tight fitting cap, greeted her ^\’ith a smile. She returned his 
smile and witli a primness which \\’as almost hauteur, she 
proceeded to shake hands wdtli the guests at the table; tlic 
older people she kissed on tlic hand, not ^vitll a touch of tlic 
lips but with a resounding smack. Once more Nikita was 
on his feet ^vitll tire inevitable tumbler of homcbre^v in his 
hand. Tliis time he recited a toast to botli bride and groom, 
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wishing them happiness and peace and above aU a safe 
journey to church. Slyly winking at Peter he ended with the 
words ‘May the coachman forego the temptation of being 
too brave.’ A fair enough warning, for custom heis it that the 
groom’s coachman is to lash the horses into topmost speed. 
Other guests repeated the warning, more in playful taunt 
than in earnest solicitude. 

The feast continued. With no forks, no knives, no 
napkins, no plates, the guests helped themselves with their 
hands to the array of foods before them. They emptied 
flask after flask of vodka and homebrew. No sooner was one 
flask drained than another bobbed up on the table. Home- 
brew was forbidden by law yet nobody secerned worried 
about possible consequences. In reply to my question as to 
how they dared make it in the face of the existing ban, they 
laughed and assured me that as long as fields and swamps 
were endless, the Soviets could not see everything. Here, 
at any rate, the supply seemed inexhaustible, for fresh 
guests were arriving, bringing more and more flasks. Mean- 
, while the house was so crowded that guests stood in rows 
to the very doors. The windows were closed. The smoke of 
mahorka, peasant tobacco, filled the room with its nauseating 
stench and together with the odours of s\veat, leather and 
alcohol, made the air so foul that I grew dizzy. But evidently 
none of the guests minded. Nobody fainted and nobody 
complained nor were their appetites impaired. They ate 
and drank with lusty relish, all but the bridal couple. They 
waited in silence, and Nikita, with his love of mischief, 
teased them endlessly - never, he exulted, were pork, beef, 
cheese, bread, griddle cakes so delicious; never again would 
they be so delicious and what a pity that they, bride and 
groom, so young, so innocent and so hungry, could taste 
not a morsel of all these delicacies. The teasing always is 
a part of the jollity of weddings. 
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Three wagons, filled with slra^s’ and covered with home- 
spun blankets w'crc driven into the yard. TJic most distinctive 
w'as the one in wiiich the groom w’as to ride - the leading horse 
w'as one of the finest looking in the village and the bow' over 
its head was \vreathcd with twigs, flow^ers and brightly, 
coloured paper. Now' with a bright sun shining it gleamed 
like an immense crow'n. The coachman, a relative of the 
groom, sat at the dashboard with his cap draw'n so low as 
to conceal his eyes, his feet tucked under him, his leather 
whip shining like a steel w'eapon. It w'as e\ident that he 
had had his share of drinks and w'as eager to live up to the 
historic reputation of a man in his position and drive on 
with all the speed that his voice and w'hip could stir out of 
the horses. ‘Not too fast,’ cautioned a friend of the groom, 
but in reply the coachman smiled widi contempt. He w'as 
in no mood for suggestions. Soon the bride, escorted by her 
boy and girl attendants, came forth and instantly the guests 
burst into song: 

^Oh watch the dust, the dust 
Little Anna goes to the altar 
To her fate she goes 

Her fate did not swim away with the water 
But followed her.’ 

And again in a spirit of jollity: 

^ There goes the priest our little father 
Aye, there, open the church 
Many these children in a good hour.’ 

While the songs continued, the bride’s motlier proceeded 
to bestow her blessing on the couple. With a loaf of bread 
in one arm and with a sack of rye in her hand, she walked 
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round and round the bridal wagon scattering handfuls of 
grain in the air, now and then pausing to offer a mouthful 
to the horse. When she finished, the groom and his party 
got into their wagon, the bride and her escorts into theirs 
and a young married couple and I into the remaining wagon. 
The musicians blared forth a fresh tune, the guests chanted a 
lusty farewell and as the horses started the bride scattered 
handfuls of rye in the air. The wagon in which I rode led 
off in the procession, but the groom’s coachman lashed 
violently away at his horses and nearly upset us. My driver 
protested with that volley of curses which drop so easily 
from a peasant’s Hps. But the groom’s coachman did 
not bother to stop. Shouting furiously and flicking his 
whip, he galloped on and on. Only several versts away did 
he halt and wait for the other wagons, not, however, out of 
a wish to be accommodating or sociable, but to get into the 
picture which I had promised to take of the procession. 

The sun was hot, the sky was clear and all around as far 
as the eye could see fields of rye were bowing to and fro, 
like masses of Mohammedans in prayer. Happy was the 
bride and happy was the groom and happier still were their 
escorts, for they sang without ceasing. 

‘Green grass mows well 

A\cheerful girl loves well.' 

As if in a spirit of mischief they followed with several Soviet 
songs. 


‘A white gown I shall don 
A yellow flower I shall pin on 
The little father shall not marry us 
Soviet alone shall unite us,' 
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And again: 

‘Aj’c, out in the field pretty cornjlowcrs sway 
With another lassie my sweetheart may he playing 
But he will register* with me.'' 

At last ^vc reached our destination but the church was 
closed. A crowd of children instantly surrounded us, and 
were followed by groups of ^vomcn ^vho had also come to 
see the wedding. We searched for the priest in the church- 
yard but failed to find him. None of the children and 
women could tell us where he was. They had not seen him 
since the services in tlic morning. "Without delay a party set 
off for his house. Soon they returned with the news that they 
found the little father asleep on a pile of stra^\’' in the barn. 
They a\vakcncd him and he told them that he had waited 
for several hours in the church but as not a single couple had 
come to be wed, he went home, ate his midday meal and lay 
dowm to sleep on the cool straw in the barn. 

He ^vas not long in arri\dng. His short, stock}’- bulk, 
broad back and massive head udth its sprinkling of red 
hair around the chin, made him seem more like a merchant 
than a priest. He \vas a timid and reticent man, loath to 
answer questions. He ^vould not even express an opinion 
as to why only one couple had come to be married in church 
when, in the old days, the little father of a parish like this, 
on a holiday like Trinity, was so busy all day marr}dng 
people that he hardly had time to breathe. One of tire 
groomsmen urged him to make haste and start the seiadce, 
but on reaching the locked church door the little father 
remembered that the deacon had tire keys. So now the 
deacon had to be sent for, and when he came and unlocked 
the door we all poured inside. 

• i.e., sign his name in the marriage register. 
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The priest retired into an inner chamber while the deacon 
spread a strip of linen on the floor in the centre of the 
church. Over this linen he placed a faded homespun rug. 
The bridal couple were to stand on this rug. Soon the priest 
reappeared and I gasped at the transformation he had 
effected. Garbed in silvery vestments, with a crown on his 
head, he seemed to have risen in stature. Apparently 
conscious of a fresh importance and dignity he walked about 
with a fine stateliness of which I never should have suspected 
him capable.je’^^^^imidity had fled and, though in the out- 
side world.o.-l laid itV^^ scorned and cursed as an ill-omen, 
I here h^^ ^ ^.xalted, \ of mastery. His voice harmonized 
with f ^ike untq Smooth, vibrant, dramatic, it was so 
i poii;J’ A Qfg a^e spoke the windows almost vibrated. 
^ I ' ^.-^ersed in the art and mechanics of his 

the least detail, he proceeded with the 
I'^.Si^ony. With the ring of the bride in his hand he made 
j the sign of the cross over the groom and with the ring of the 
I groom, over the bride. Then, chanting scriptural verses, 
he deposited the rings in a little brass vial. Presently the 
deacon fetched two gilded crowns, both set with gleaming 
jade stones. Giving them to the groomsmen, who instantly 
lifted them over the heads of bride and groom, the priest 
picked up a gilded cross and a Bible. What a Bible it was! 
Printed in large letters on heavy parchment and bound in 
blood-red velvet and held in an ornately carved silver 
frame, it seemed a symbol and relic of the former wealth and 
glory of the Orthodox church. The deacon lighted two wax 
candles and the priest, after handing one to Peter and the 
other to Anna, burst into afresh chant, his voice rolling sono- 
rously through the vast spaces of this high-ceilinged edifice. 

) ‘Peter, servant of God’ he finally droned, ‘is being wed 
to the handmaid of God, Anna. In the name of the Father, and the 
Son and the Holy Ghost.’ Turning to Anna, he repeated; 
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the handmaid of God, is being wed to the servant of God, 
Peter. In the name of the Father, and the Son and the Holy Ghost.' 
Presently lie moved backward and burst into a long chant. 

^Wherefore, Oh Lord, our Cod, who has' sent forth thy truth upon 
thine inheritance and thy covenant unto thy servants, our Fathers 
even thine elect from generation to generation, look thou upon thy ' 
servant Peter and upon thy handmaid Anna and establish and make 
stable their betrothal, in faith and in oneness of mind, in truth 
and in love . . . By a ring was power given unto Joseph in Egypt; 
by a ring teas Daniel glorified in the land c ''"Ion; by a ring 
was the uprightness of Tamar revealed; by mr Heavenly 

Father show forth his bounty upon his Son.'- 

Throughout this recital not a pers drred. 

Even the children seemed so impressed t* ^de 

a move. 

‘Hast thou promised thyself to another bnoi., 
father questioned Peter. 

‘I have not,’ came the low reply. 

‘Hast thou promised thyself to another groom?’ repeated 
the priest turning to Anna. 

‘I have not,’ came her firm response. 

'Lord, my God,' recited the priest, 'with honour and glory I 
marry you.' Repeating these words several times he followed 
them \sidi readings from his vch'ct covered Bible. \Vlicn he 
finished, he put tlie Bible to tlic lips of the bride and groom 
and closed it. Forthwith the deacon fetched a flask of 
sacramental wine. Pouring it into two small Hals, the priest 
offered a sip first to Peter, then to Anna and tlicn t^\ice 
more alternately to both. 

Now tlicy were ready for tlic march ts-hich is perhaps 
the most impressive feature of an Orthodo.v wedding. 
The priest led bride and groom, accompanied by their 
attendants. Trailing at the very end of tlie procession 
was a relative of the bride, holding a lighted ^vax candle, 
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the bottom of which was wrapped in a piece of white 
linen and stuck through a hole in a crust of black bread. 
With a fresh flow of enthusiasm, the priest went on in- 
toning: 

Rejoice, Oh Isaiah! A virgin is with child and shall bear his 
Son Emmanuel, both God and Man . . . Oh, holy martyrs who 
fought the good fight and have received your crowns, entreat ye the 
Lord that he will have mercy on our souls . . . Glory to thee in 
Christ, our God, the Apostles Post, the martyrs joy ... I 

When the march halted the priest took the crown of the 
groom and laid it aside saying: 

‘Be thou exalted. Oh Bridegroom, like unto Abraham; and be 
thou blessed like unto Isaac; and do thou multiply like unto Jacob, 
walking in peace and keeping the commandments of God in righteous- 
ness! 

Then taking the bride’s crown he continued: 

‘And thou. Oh Bride, be thou exalted like unto Sarah and blessed 
like unto Rebecca and do thou multiply like unto Rachel and rejoice 
thou in thy husband, fulfilling the condition of the law for so it is 
pleasant unto God! 

The couple were now wedded with all the pomp and 
ritual of devout Orthodox followers. Someone burst into a 
derisive laugh but the priest never bothered to take notice. 
He seemed too conscious of his official dignity and import- 
ance to be disturbed by a flitting interference. He directed 
the wedded couple to a huge ikon on the upper altar before 
which they were to pray. Peter looked upset and did not 
move but Anna jerked him by the arm and led him to the 
appointed ikon. Kneeling down she made the sign of the 
cross and kissed the ikon. But Peter held aloof. 

‘Did you see that?’ one of his escorts turned to me. 

‘What does it mean?’ I asked. 

‘He would not pray.’ 

‘And why not?’ I further inquired. 
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‘Ask him.’ 

When they came down from the altar I did ask Peter 
why he did not pray. 

‘I don’t know how,’ was his astounding reply. 

‘But you arc grown up,’ a woman who stood near hurled 
at him with indignation. 

‘And what if I am? Nobody ever taught me to pray.’ 
As if in boast he added, ‘And what’s the good of praying? 
Don’t I keep well wthout it?’ His ^vords c.Kaspcratcd the 
woman. Shaking her hand in wrath she c.xclaimcd: 

‘Oh, you wicked men! You hcardcss infidels, you wll 
feel sorry yet! Don’t imagine that tlic Lord is not hearing 
you. He will send a plague or a drought and then you will 
change!’ 

We drove back home and now bride and groom were 
sitting together in the same wagon, their arms twined 
around one another. The attendants once more took to 
singing. 


‘fVe visited the little father 
Mead and vodka did we drink 
Little nuts did we shell 
Two children did we wed 
One highly precious 
The other highly prized 
Annushka highly precious 
Peter highly prized.^ 


We drove fast. The dust was rising in clouds, and song 
after song floated into the air. When we reached the 
home of the bride, the bridesmaids greeted Anna’s mother 
with the chant; 
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‘Come, come, mamma dear, with the candles 
Thy little child has been wed’ 

Shaking the dust off our clothes, we entered the house. 
The tables were freshly laid with food and drink. This 
time only the wedded couple and the party that followed 
them to church were to have a feast. So we crowded around 
the table and proceeded to help ourselves to homebrew and 
vodka and honey cakes and cheese and meat and the other 
delicacies. Presently some of the other guests, older people, 
began to come in. Stationing themselves before the table 
they chanted toasts to the wedded couple and emptied 
beaker after beaker of homebrew. Nikita also staggered in, 
his face flushed, his little eyes contracted, his hat pushed 
back exposing a lofty forehead that was seamed with deep 
lines. Approaching me he insisted that I drink with him 
to the health of the bride and then to the health of the groom. 
Smelly and biting as was this brew, I compelled myself to 
keep Nikita company. But he seemed determined to drink 
to the health of every guest in the room, aye every person in 
the village and every citizen, I thought, in the whole Soviet 
Union. This was more than I had bargained for. But my 
refusal to keep up with him stirred him to exasperation. 

‘You are not at all like your late lamented father,’ he 
chided, ‘who never would refuse one more drink. What 
weaklings, what cowards people are getting to be nowadays. 
Akh, what a world, what a world!’ 

He drew close, gulped down his homebrew and instantly 
refilled the tumbler. ‘Nothing is as it used to be,’ he resumed. 
‘A man of my years ought to know something. Think of it. 
I am seventy-five, or maybe eighty-five, I am not sure. 
Drink? Why at my wedding we emptied not flasks but 
barrels, and not this insipid samagon, but vodka with real 
flame in it. In those times a wedding, my son, was a wedding 
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and not an imitation of child’s play, and wc caroused for 
days; wc s\vam in vodka, I tell you. And nowadays, akh!' 
He paused, violently shook his head in disgust and in dismay 
and continued: 

‘And -when \vc arc all herded into the kolhoz it ^vill be 
worse yet. But thank God, I am old, and shall not be here 
to see it all. And now,’ lifting his tumbler so that it hit tlic 
tip of his nose, ‘let us drink once more, just once more, do 
not refuse, please, you American devil.’ He moved so close 
dial his needle-like beard pricked my face and he forced his 
tumbler of homebrew to my lips. 

‘So I say,’ he picked up his indictment to the nc\v age, 
‘people arc not so strong as they used to be nor as gay nor as 
human. Evcrjlhing is getting tame. Do )’ou suppose that 
in my day when tlic groom first went to the bride’s house he 
could just ^valk or drive into the yard as easily as Peter did 
this morning? Nay, nay, his friends ^vould not let him. 
They ^vould lean on the gate and yell at him to chase back 
home to his mamma. No amount of pleading would avail 
him. He ^vould offer his friends money, bargain with tlicm 
and only ^vhen he paid tlicm enough five and ten copeck 
pieces to satisfy tlicm, would they throw the gate open and 
allow him to enter tlic yard. Then fresh troubles faced 
him. The girls would hide tlic bride and would not let 
him go near her. They ivould push him away and scold and 
again he had to spend money. There was excitement for 
you, there was H\dng for you! And -when they started for 
church, do you suppose the young people would let them 
ride on freely? They threiv brush and logs across the road 
and halted the journey and again tlic groom had to pay lots 
of five and ten copeck pieces to have the road cleared for 
him. And when they came from church, do you suppose tlic 
bridal couple could ivalk straight into die house? Akh, no, 
the bride’s mother had something to say about it. Wearing 
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a sheepskin coat turned inside out, she would station herself 
at the table near the door, with a tumbler of honey and rolls 
in her hand. Bride and groom would approach her and she 
would dip a roll into the honey and offer it to the groom and 
as he made ready to snap it up with his mouth, she would 
snatch it away and offer it to the bride, and as she attempted 
to bite into it, she would draw it away again. After teasing 
them like that, thoroughly, she would thrust the roll into 
her own mouth and then start teasing aU over again, and 
everybody nearly died laughing.’ 

He paused, looking reflectively at his tumbler, as though 
debating whether or not to touch it. 

Tt stands, it stands, this container of fire,’ he chattered 
away in a sing-song, ‘but soon it wfil stand no longer - it 
will be emptied.’ And turning to me he begged: ‘Once more, 
old friend, just once more for old time’s sake, for your dear 
old father’s sake, who was such a good pal of mine. Akh, 
you wretch! You may never again have a chance to drink 
with me. Next year, if you come, I will be dead, I am sure 
I will be, so come, be comradelike - Whew.’ And he chanted 
merrily: 


‘ Vodka, vodka, little vodka mine 
Vodka, vodka, dear vodka mine’ 

‘Fools,’ he philosophized, ‘are afraid of drink. Wise men 
are afraid only of women and not much of them. I am so 
much older than you are, eighty years old or maybe ninety; 
who knows? But my Lord, how much fire there is still in 
me! So here is a wedding for you. What a wedding! 
Nobody even drunk, excepting myself, and I am old-fash- 
ioned. Look around. There’s the groom. Watch him, the 
little rascal, sitting at the table like a tame rabbit eating 
and drinking and unworricd. He knows nothing ■will 
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happen to him. But in my days, brotlicr, tlicy would grab 
tlie groom when he was not looking, carry him out into the 
yard to tlie trough, duck his head in ^valc^, duck it all the 
way up to Ills neck, even in \wntcr. There was excitement 
for you. And there ^vcrc tears too, ah, what tears, when the 
korovey* was cut. The bride would loosen hair and her 
mother would singe it and tell her in song tliat she 
was no longer a frivolous girl, but a ^voman %\ith toil and 
hardship ahead of her and a cruel master to rule her. The 
bride would cry, ah, how she would ct)' and all the women 
in the house would cr)\ And now, just wait until they 
cut tlie korovey at this wedding. Maybe Anna’s mother 
will singe tlie bride’s hair and maybe she won’t. But even 
if she does do you tliink anybody will feel sorry and iveep? 
Not even Anna ivill weep. There, watch her giggling! She 
thinks I am an old fool and maybe I am. But I Imow things. 
And really, why should a bride nmvadays weep? Take tliis 
Anna. Come here in a feiv days and sec who ivill be tlie 
master of the house, and they arc all getting to be like 
that nowadays, tliese young women. Even their fathers 
can’t tell them things any more. And tliey call it a wedding, 
AkhP 

He paused, swalloived anotlicr tumbler of homebrew, 
smacked his lips with a resounding noise and continued, 
Tn a few years they won’t even have such a ivcdding. You 
are young and you wall see witli your onn eyes Nvhether 
or not I am telhng tlie trutli. But I won’t, tliank God I 
won’t. I’ll die soon - 1 can already smell the approach of 
death. But no matter. I’ve had my life. I have no regrets. 
Only mark my word, ivhcn ever)'body is in tlie kolhoZy a boy 
and girl ivill just go to bed and that’s all that will be left of 
marriage. How do I know it? Am I blind? Am I stupid? 
Have I seen nothing of life? Think of my age, seventy- 

• Wedding Cake. 
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five, eighty-five, ninety. Who knows? Hear me then - in 
the kolhoz people wiU get only enough grain for bread and 
will they have any left for homebrew? Of course not. And 
wiU they have any surplus of income for vodka? Of course 
not. There now - no homebrew, no vodka, no way of doing 
what you want to do and no wedding. Don’t you see? 
Haw, Haw, haw!’ 

"Violently he slapped me on the back and laughed, his 
pungent breath beating against my face. Emptying another 
tumbler of homebrew he staggered out into the street and 
sauntered away, singing at the top of his high baritone 
voice an old marching song in praise of the Russian soldiers 
who pursued Napoleon out of Moscow. 
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THE KOLHOZ 

On my first visit to the village in 1923 the peasants had not 
even heard of kolhoz- Now it had become the most storm- 
stirring ^vord in tlicir everyday speech. Monster, scarecrow, 
redeemer, ^vhat was it? The older people could shout, fume, 
curse, but they could not dodge the challenge the kolhoz 
had tlirust on tlicm. Like the breath in their nostrils it was 
with them wherever they went. Its po\vcr, like a river at 
flood-time, was rising higher and higher, and growing 
more and more threatening. Last year at a mass meeting 
the peasants could shout: ‘We’ll die and we won’t go to 
the kolhoZi and the organizer could fling back: ‘You won’t 
die, and you will go.’ Now in spite of protests, tlircats, 
fears, it had spread itself in massive defiance before their 
very doors. 

The home of the secretary was temporarily the head- 
quarters of the kolhoz. It was an ordinary peasant hut 
with a thatched roof and small \s'indows located in the 
heart of tlie village. Inside no ikons hung in the place 
of honour above the head of the table. Instead the walls 
were adorned with the portraits of Lenin, Stalin, Kalinin 
and wth agricultural charts and revolutionary posters. On 
the table were pencils, paper, books, and blotters. People 
singly, and in groups, kept surging in and out with messages, 
requests, complaints. 

It was a little house but it always hummed with life, and 
every muzhik, especially the individualist, watched it and 
listened to all the talk and all the noises inside as if his eyes 
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and ears were attentive to it alone. Whenever I passed it 
I could not help reflecting on its vast significance. It was 
made of timber and straw. A bottle of kerosene spilled 
somewhere over the straw and a lighted match applied to it 
would reduce it to ashes in a few minutes. Yet what historic 
audacity it symbolized! What incomparable power it 
commanded! Surely no peasant could pass it without in his 
heart of hearts feeling that it had become the very arbiter 
of his destiny. 

Here I must interrupt my narrative to examine briefly 
the structure and administration of the kolhoz, and at the 
outset I cannot emphasize too vigorously that, in distinction 
from the sovhoz, it is not a state enterprise. It is a co-opera- 
tive association, legally incorporated and with a constitution 
defining in detail its functions and purposes. However 
intimate its relations with the State, however rigid the con- 
tractual obligations the latter may impose on it in return 
for the economic aid it offers in loans, machinery, expert 
advice, the kolhoz actually enjoys fuU powers of internal 
administration. Its acts, of course, must harmonize with 
the basic aims of the Revolution and with the immediate 
policies of the Soviet government, and it is under constant 
surveillance of the Soviets and the Party organization. In 
time its powers may be curtailed or expanded. One never 
can foretell what the next outbreak of the Revolution will 
bring. But at present (and anyone who has ever attended 
a mass meeting of a kolhoz has seen overwhelming proof of 
it) it does enjoy in local affairs an amazing amount of self- 
determination. 

Because it is a co-operative association the final authority 
in the kolhoz is vested in its membership, which in Russian 
parlance means the mass meeting. The constitution pro- 
vides that such a meeting be called at least once a month, 
and to make decisions valid no less than one half of the 


203 



RED BREAD 


membership must be present. Only the mass meeting, for 
example, can admit or expel members, and only after it 
has sanctioned plans and proposals do they become effective. 
The voting is done, not by secret ballot, but by a show of 
hands, and once a year it holds elections at which it chooses 
two committees, knoum respectively as the administration, 
or executive, and tlic inspection committees. The first 
consists usually of nine members and selects the chairman, 
the secrclar)’’, and the treasurer. The second is composed 
of three members, or rather not less than three. "While the 
executive committee docs all tlic planning and administering 
of tlie work and tlic life on tlic kolhoz^ the inspection com- 
mittee keeps a vigilant eye over its actions. Officially it is 
known as tlic ‘organ of internal control.’ It listens to 
grievances and complaints against the administration and 
isdtli the consent of the mass meeting it may compel the 
latter to change tactics and methods of work. One of its 
chief duties is to view at the end of the year all the acts 
and plans of tlic administration and to check all its 
financial accounts. 

There arc three types of kolliozy, tliough only tivo are of 
consequence. The third, knoivn as the tovarishtshestvo 
(association), is losing ground and may in the near future 
be abandoned. The other two arc the commune and tlic 
artel. Of these the commune is the higher or rather the 
highest social organization, and is the guidepost and the 
eventual objective of all kolhozy- In the commune all 
individual income-yielding property disappears, and all 
productive resources - land, implements, stock, and build- 
ings, are held in common. Of all tlic communes which I 
have visited in various parts of the land I cannot think of 
one where any of the members owned his own house or 
worked his own garden or milked his own cow, or raised his 
own hens. In a commune die only personal possessions 
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a man has or may have are his immediate personal belong- 
ings such cis clothes, sometimes house furnishings, and what 
savings he may have made out of his wages and out of the 
share of profit that may at the end of the year be disbursed 
among the members. 

At present the communes are not in the foreground of 
the Soviet policy. Indeed Soviet authorities discourage 
their promulgation. In the winter of 1929-30 when Stalin 
and his followers finally resolved to end the forcible organiza- 
tion of kolhozy, they vigorously disavowed any aim to draw 
the peasant at once into a completely communized scheme 
of life. In proof of their good faith, they proclaimed the 
artel as the type of kolhoz best suited to existing conditions. 
Hence the artel is now enjoying widest popularity. 

In the artel peasants pool their land, their work, stock, 
their implements, their farm buildings, their accumulation 
of savings, in money or in kind. But they may maintain 
their individual homes and may keep a cow, hens, geese, 
ducks, pigs, sheep, and goats, though in numbers which 
must bear a fair proportion to their personal needs. They 
may also cultivate their own gardens and orchards. If they 
happen to have a surplus of produce they may dispose of 
it, preferably to the co-operative, but if they so choose, in 
the open market. Yet if in the estimate of their colleagues 
or local officials their transactions transgress the bounds of 
legitimacy, always an indefinable term, subject to local 
interpretations, they may be brought to account on the 
charge of speculation and made to suffer censure and fine 
and even expulsion from the kolhoz and a sentence in gaol. 

All the property that a newly admitted member brings 
to the kolhoz is appraised in terms of values that obtain in 
the co-operative market. The resulting sum is divided into 
three parts, entrance fee, indivisible fund and membership 
dues. The entrance fee runs from two to ten per cent, the 
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indi\’isiblc fund from one fourth to one half of the total 
amount, and the balance is reckoned as membership due. 
The first two shares remain the permanent possession of 
the kolhoz. Under no circumstances may the member claim 
tlicm, even in the event of resignation or expulsion. Only 
tlic membership fee, for tlic present at any rate, remains his 
individual investment, bears dividends and on departure 
is subject to withdrawal. 

Since the kolhoz is supposed to demonstrate its economic 
superiority to indi\adual land-holding the compensation of 
members overshadows in importance all other problems. 
In the artels such compensation is derived from three sources: 
wages, dividends and profits. All members receive wages, 
tlrough not all are entitled to di\ndcnds, and profits may not 
always be available for distribution. ^Vages arc usually 
mapped out tentatively at tlic beginning of the year and arc 
based on estimates of the possible returns from all the 
enterprises of the kolhoz- Only in tlic autumn \vhcn crops 
are har\'estcd and the income is definitely ascertained are 
tlie wage-scales finally affirmed. Payment dififers radically 
from tlie system that obtains in the factory. Members may 
draw an advance in cash or in kind to the amount of sixty 
per cent and the balance tliey receive at the end of the year, 
when die crops have been gathered. 

To sustain individual interest in the kolhoz^ ivagcs arc 
scaled according to tlic type of work a member performs 
and the degree of skill ^vith which he performs it, though in 
no event must the highest ivage be more than double that 
of the lowest. Exceptions may be made in the case of spe- 
cialists -engineers, high-grade mechanics and agronomists. 
At present the idea of piece work is winning nation-wide 
favour, and it is only a question of time when it ivill supersede 
all existing wage-scales. But since differentiation in earnings 
such as piece work is sure to bring about conflicts witli the 

206 



THE KOLHOZ 


basic Conimunist theory of equality of income, it is impos- 
sible to foretell just how long such differentiation will be 
practised. Women are supposed to receive the same wages 
as men for the same work. 

The question of the division of income is still in a state 
of experimentation. The Moscow kolhoztsentr (national 
kolhoz body) has worked out a general scheme for the year 
of 1930. According to this scheme five per cent of the 
income from crops and stock, including dairy products, is 
to be set aside as dividends on the properties that the 
individual members have turned in to the kolhoz- Taxes, 
insurance, reserves for possible mishaps, and for seed are 
figured out on the basis of prevailing conditions and needs 
of the kolhoz, and provided for accordingly. These sums are 
then deducted from the gross income and ten per cent of 
the remainder is appropriated for the indivisible fund; five 
per cent for social needs, such as a nursery, cultural work, 
a community kitchen in the field during busy periods, and 
the support of the old and the disabled. Special needs that 
may arise may be taken care of by special appropriations. 
The balance, after all above items, are covered, is distributed 
as wages and profits among the members. 

The kolhoz may not dispose of any of its produce to 
private parties. It must. sell to the government. In a year 
of average yield in the grain growing regions from one-fourth 
to one-third of the harvest, and in the non-grain growing 
regions only one-eighth are sold to the government. The 
exact amounts of these so-called grain collections are deter- 
mined by special committees and depend entirely on local 
productivity. Usually also about one-fourth of the harvests 
are set aside for seeds and reserves and a definite amount 
for stock-feeding. The remainder of the grain is divided 
among the members and its cost is deducted from their 
wages. If the remainder is more than the members actually 
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need for themselves tlie kolhoz is obliged to sell it to the 
government. It is not supposed to keep an ‘idle’ surplus 
on hand. 

The above scheme, however, is intended as a guiding 
principle rather than as a fixed rule. In a booklet that 
attempts to explain in popular language the ruling of the 
kolhozlsenlr and the principle underlying the question of 
distribution of income in the kolhoz, and the first edition of 
which comprised 300,000 copies, I find tlic following 
. significant passage: 

The mass meeting of the kolhoz is the real master of its 
income, and only this mass meeting can decide how to 
divide it and how much to apportion to each fund. The 
kolhozlsentr is merely offering the general suggestions that 
tlie income is to be di\ddcd in accord wth the quality and 
amount of the work of its members. ... It is necessary to 
reach a condition where every member knows where and for 
what purpose kolhoz moneys arc spent and what income 
each family is to receive and what the financial condition 
of the kolhoz is at the beginning of the new economic year. 
Only when each member of the kolhoz knows its material 
condition wll it be possible to strcngtlicn tlie kolhoz^ That 
is why the problem of income distribution must be discussed 
and decided in all of its details at tlie mass meeting. 

This of course does not preclude tlie possibility of pressure 
of all kinds being exerted by Party and governmental agencies 
to effect this distribution in a manner to harmonize -with 
prevailing Soviet needs and policies. Indeed, ivith the 
growth of the kolhoz and with its rise to prosperity, sharp 
conflicts between the Soviets and the peasants, the sharpest 
, yet known, may break out over the problem of the division 
of income. 

Membership is open to all men and women sixteen years 
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of age or older, who have not lost citizenship rights. Soviet 
citizenship is not obligatory - foreigners are as eagerly 
admitted to the kolhoz as native sons. No less than fifteen 
families, unrelated by blood-ties, are required for the forma- > 
tion of a kolhoz, and the tendency is to expand them into 
large enterprises. There are endless kolhozy, especially in 
the so-called grain regions, with a constituency of thousands 
of families. 

As I watched the men and women who are out in the 
field organizing kolhozy I was again and again reminded 
of agents for the chautauqua in the days when that institu- 
tion was a flourishing American enterprise. However 
different the purposes of the kolhoz from those of the chau- 
tauqua, the technique of the organizers of both bear intimate 
resemblance to one another. The chautauqua agent like 
the Soviet organizer receives extensive and eloquent coach- 
ing before he leaves for field work, and the one like the 
other is made to realize by their coaches that whatever 
happens they must ‘get those signatures on the dotted line,’ 
and- bring in contracts. Both agents on arriving in a com- 
munity seek the leading citizens and first attempt to interest 
them in their respective projects. But a difference as wide 
as the sky separates their conceptions as to what constitutes 
a leading citizen. The chautauqua agent finds the leading 
banker, the lumberman, the shop-keeper and others of the 
well-to-do group, sometimes also the influential clergyman 
and schoolman, especially if they happen to be in good 
standing with the above-mentioned group. The Soviet 
agent would have nothing but curses for such citizens, 
excepting possibly the schoolman. He would not demean 
himself by even crossing their threshold. To him the batrak 
- hired labourer, or the bedniak - the poor man, are the 
people of chief consequence, and the poorer they are the 
greater his respect for them. When he reaches a village it is 
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these people that he first attempts to interest in the kolhoz- 
There is also a colossal difference in tlie line of argumenta- 
tion that tlie Soviet and chautauqua crusaders for a higher 
life pursue. The chautauqua agent has only one weapon 
in his arsenal - moral suasion. The Soviet organizer almost 
forswears this weapon. At best it is only incidental, and for 
the simple reason that, to the hard-headed muzJiik, it would 
have little meaning and less appeal. He relies essentially 
on the material advantages that the kolhoz holds forth. He 
drums away at the increased harv'ests that collectivization 
would make possible. He outlines in detail the numerous 
priHlcgcs tliat the government extends to members of tlie 
kolhoz. There is the question of taxes. During tlie years 
of 1930-31 and 1931-32 the kolhoz and its indhidual members 
are exempted from all le\des on food-producing stock. There 
is the question of indebtedness to the government. Again 
kolhoz members are favoured. The indebtedness they had 
incurred prior to April 1930, whether as ari'cars in taxes or 
administrative and judicial fines, arc on entering the 
kolhoz ■wiped out. There is the question of credits. Again 
the kolhoz enjoys superior advantages. For the purchase 
of machiner)', stock, seeds, building materials for barns, 
silos, houses, clubs and subsidiar)- industrial enterprises such 
as brick-yards, flour mills, cement works, starch factories, 
it obtains generous credits on reasonable terms. There is 
tlie question of manufactured goods, always a source of 
irritation to tlie village. The Soviet agitator promises to 
members of tlie kolhoz as much consideration as to the poor. 
To the ivomen he holds out the lure of nurseries and child- 
ren’s homes and, therefore, increased leisure for play and 
diversion. To tlie young he emphasizes the advantages 
of play-grounds, entertainment, freedom of education in all 
schools and colleges and possible advancement to positions 
of highest r^ponsibility in large So\det enterprises. To all 
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candidates and particularly to the aged he offers assurance 
of security and care in time of illness and disability. Thus 
in all his arguments the Soviet agent stresses mainly the 
purely material and hedonistic advantages that the kolhoz 
will yield. 

When the selling discussions are over the Soviet organizer 
like the chautauqua agent proceeds to read and to explain 
to the initial nucleus of possible followers the terms of the 
contract. Then with the support of this nucleus he seeks 
to draw the rest of the eligible population into the enter- 
prise. 

In his indirect mode of approach the Soviet agent has an 
overwhelming advantage over the chautauqua organizer. 
In event of failure to evoke a response, the chautauqua 
man can hold out no threats to the immediate welfare of 
anyone in the community. At worst he can express regrets 
at the unwillingness or inability of the people to bring to 
their town the ‘sweetness and light,’ which his particular 
chautauqua programme might offer. But the Soviet agent 
has a mighty club to swing over his listeners. He can and 
does remind them not only of the difference in the taxation 
of the individualist farmers and of the kolhoz and of the 
greater difficulty they face in obtaining city goods, but of 
their hopeless position when they attain the stature of 
koolack. These warnings and admonitions make clear to 
the peasants that the road to more than modest advance- 
ment through individual effort is cruelly barred. For this, 
if for no other reason, the so-called freedom of choice which 
is supposed to guide the peasant in his entrance into a col- 
lective farm, is often only a name and his actual entry a 
result of forcible persuasion. 

When discussions are at an end, both the chautauqua 
organizer and the Soviet agent proceed to gather signatures. 
In canvassing for these both realize that the first are the 
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hardest to secure. Yet here the chautauqua organizer has 
a decided advantage over the Soviet agent. Wlicn the 
banker and the leading merchants have put down their 
names on the contract the less well-to-do citizens arc easily 
swung into following their example. But in Russian villages 
it often happens that the industrious middle peasant, when 
he sees the names of the balraks and the ne’er-do-wells in 
the community on the contract (which is the constitution 
of the kolhoz), he shrinks from joining. He prefers to wait 
until, as he says, ‘the more decent people’ have endorsed 
tire scheme. It smacks, of course, of counter-revolution to 
speak disrespectfully of a batrak or a bedniak, who in Soviet 
sociology' arc the pick of the citizens and entitled to the 
best that there is in the world. But the hard-headed scredniak 
follows his own intuitions and his own judgments. In my 
own village man after man assured me that he would join 
the kolhoz if only more of the ‘prilicfmje ludi' - decent folk - 
would do so. 

Compared to the general run of kolhozy the one in my 
village was rather small. Only twenty-nine families out of 
one hundred and eighty, and seven individual members 
had joined. The total population consisted of one hundred 
and sixty- three souls. Though numerically small the kolhoz 
members constituted a powerful group in the community 
and had the political support of all local Soviets and all 
Party organizations. Seven hundred hectares of the richest 
land lying closest to tire village rvith the finest pastures and 
the best rvater, made up the acreage of the kolhoz, and no 
sooner was this land measured out than it was divided, not 
into the ancient three-field system, but into eight different 
fields so as to make possible proper rotation crops and the 
use of machinery. 

One evening tire leaders of the kolhoz and I met for a 
conferenee. The chairman, a man in the thirties, rvas once 

212 



THE KOLHOZ 


a playmate of mine. A tall bony man with a lofty forehead 
and brown eyes and given to emphatic gestures, he had 
at one time trained himself to be a feldsher - a healer. He 
was a man of little education, easily excitable and tactless 
in handling recalcitrant members, but of unimpeachable 
honesty, and he pushed the work in the kolhoz with energy 
if not always with wisdom. The secretary was also present. - 
A handsome man in the twenties, with glowing eyes that 
were overhung with heavy brows, and wath a finely wrought 
mouth, he was the best educated man in the village, and in 
contrast to the chairman, was suave and calm, never given 
to explosive speech or to violent gesturing. The other men 
of the administration had likewise come, including the two 
brothers who were respectively members of the Party and 
of the Komsomol. 

As the evening wore on other members of the kolhoz and 
neighbouring peasants straggled into the house and soon 
the place was packed with eager-minded visitors. Sitting 
on benches, on the oven or standing row on row to the very 
door they listened with impassioned interest to every word 
that passed between me and the leaders of the kolhoz. With 
a frankness that was as admirable as it was touching the 
latter unfolded to me their plans, ambitions and especially 
their difficulties. Their chief trouble, they confessed, was 
lack of unity and good fellowship among their members. 
And that was in part due to their own poor management, 
but what could they do? Mere muzhiks of little culture, 
without experience in operating a large enterprise hke the 
kolhoz, and favoured with little counsel from the outside, 
they had to grope along as best they could. The best talent 
of the Soviets and the Party was being flung into the large 
kolhozy in the district, and they would simply have to wait 
until new talent had been developed and could be spared 
for their kolhoz. Meanwhile jealousy and carelessness were 
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only too common among tlicir members and tliat was 
damaging in a double way, retarding tlic progress of the 
kolhoz and discrediting it in tlie eyes of the individualists, 
who always only too readily pounced on their mistakes 
and failures and magnified tliem into signs of imminent 
collapse. 

Yet in spite of all their shortcomings tlicy had done much 
more ploughing and sowing per person than they ever 
had as individualists or than any of the other individualists 
in the village had. That tlicy had done their w'ork better 
than tlic individualists was evidenced by the superior 
condition of tlieir crops. They had thirty-one milcli cows, 
and in about t^vo years they hoped to have over t\vo hun- 
dred. SLxty more tlicy would acquire in tlic auturrm. 
They would not be scrub cows cidicr, such as the indivi- 
dualists owned, but animals of tlie best breeding available 
in the region. They had already secured a ten year loan at 
four per cent from the regional kolhoz body to be used in the 
purchase of tliesc co^vs. They ^verc raising all tlieir calves 
except those condemned as unfit by the district veterinary. 
They had tliirty-seven in tlie field, of which tivcnty-scvcn 
were heifers. The two bulls tliat tliey owned ivere among the 
best in tlie whole counti^'side and were serving tlie cows of 
half of tlie peasantry' in tlieir Soviet district at one rouble 
a calf. Helping to breed better stock wtliout any profit 
to themselves was part of tlie social ivork that had been 
assigned to tliem. They had twenty-six horses and they 
needed no more. The tractor station in anotlier kolhoz only 
six versts away, and tlie nearest sovhoz only tliree versts 
away, helped them out ivitli machines - tractors, reapers, 
mowers, tlireshing outfits. Altliough tliey were not as well 
advanced in tlieir building programme as otlier kolhoz)' in 
the region they had launched sometliing tliat the village 
had never before knoivn. They had already finished two 
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immense grain bams, larger in size than, any that the best 
landlord in the old days could boast of. Now they were 
putting up two cow stables each with a capacity of from 
one hundred to one hundred and fifty heads. These were 
carefully planned with the proper amount of cubic space 
per animal to ensure health, and with many large windows 
on all sides so that the stalls would be amply lighted - much 
better lighted, in fact, than any of the houses in the village. 
They had likewise begun a horse stable of huge dimensions, 
and toward autumn they would start a pigsty with a capa- 
city of at least a hundred sows. Their intention was to 
specialise in dairying and in hog-raising and later in large 
scale poultry-farming. Soon they would begin to make 
silos, and by next year they hoped to have their bams 
surrounded with silos, all of them packed with rich fodder 
for winter use. They planned to set out an orchard of ten 
or twenty hectares at an early date. 

They worked on a basis of wages, the summer rates being 
sixty copecks a day for minors and a miivimum of ninety 
copecks and a maximum of one rouble and eighty copecks 
for adiiits. Slowly, however, they were putting all work on 
a piece basis, which in the long run would be more satis- 
factory to the individual members and would be of greater 
benefit to the kolhoz- Members who had no cows of their 
own purchased their milk from the kolhoz at the price of six 
copecks per litre. They also bought bread from the kolhoz 
at cost They had as yet little meat to sell to their members - 
but in time as their young stock, especially the pigs, fattened, 
they hoped to be in a position to provide meat for those 
members who had none of their own. Even now, however, 
there were occasions when they had meat for their members, 
and they charged only ten roubles per pood for the live pig 
and eighty-three copecks a kilo for pork, which was about 
one tenth the price in the open market. Of course they 
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were encouraging members to raise tlicir own meat and eggs 
and to cultivate tlieir own gardens and have their own cons's. 

The grain allotvances per person were ample for tlicir 
needs and varied from one pood for a ncivly born child to 
eighteen poods for a worldng adult. At the end of the year 
when accounts ivcrc drawn up, if there was any surplus grain 
available, each member could demand payment to tlic 
amount of eighty per cent of his remaining wages in grain, 
tliis in addition to Uic regular allowance. 

In tlicir cultural life tlicy could boast of no outstanding 
acliievcments. They had no club-house and that hindered 
tlie unfoldmcnt of an ambitious cultural programme. Still 
they had opened a Red Corner widi a library and a reading 
room. They were subscribing to eight publications, and in 
autumn when tlicy had sold tlicir crops they would subscribe 
to many more. Their librar)' was small and it was tlianks to 
Antosh, who had since gone from the xullagc, tliat it had been 
started. Witliout taking counsel witli anyone, he \sTOtc a 
letter to ELrupskaya, Lenin’s iridow, informing her of the 
cultural backivardness of the \dllagc and asking her to offer 
help in tlie promotion of its cultural standing. A short time 
later he received several bo.xcs of books to tlie ^'aluc of two 
hundred and fifty roubles, as a contribution from some 
society A\dtli \vhich Krupskaya was associated. At first tliese 
books were the property of tlie village, but now tlicy had 
been turned over to tlie kolhoz, though anyone might make 
use of them. They had since bought otlicr books all of 
which were in constant circulation, for people ivere reading 
now more than tliey had ever read in their lives. Perhaps some 
labour union ivould send them a supply of books as a gift, 
and if tlieir income allowed they might buy some irith their 
own money. Then itinerant motion picture slioivs were 
regularly visiting the \dllage now, and in ivinter when 
school opened the dramatic circle ivould present perfor- 
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mances once or twice a montli. They might even instal a 
radio in the Red Comer, and tune in to lectures and con- 
certs broadcast from Moscow and other cities. 

In their own modest way they were doing their utmost to 
realize the social purposes of the kolhoz- If a member was ill 
and needed medical service he obtained it free. They ^vere too 
poor to maintain a healer of their own and while the chair- 
man of the kolhoz had once trained for a feldsher he was out 
of practice and with the exception of first aid emergencies, 
he refused to offer medical aid to people. Usually a member 
who was sick was sent on a kolhoz team to see a physician. 
Neither the consultation nor the medicine cost him a copeck, 
and if it was necessary for him to visit a specialist in a large 
city, even in Moscow, the kolhoz paid his railway fare. 
Throughout the period of his iUness he drew wages in full. 
A woman likewise if she was a regular member of the kolhoz 
enjoyed the same maternity privileges as the proletarian 
woman in the city. For a month before and for a month 
after her confinement she was released from work without 
loss of pay. Except for the first-born, she received a pre- 
mium for every newly born child. Small as the premium 
was, only fifteen roubles, which she could obtain in cash 
or in kind, even in grain, it was a substantial help to a 
peasant woman who was not accustomed to city luxuries. 
Then there was also the nursery to which they admitted 
%vithout charge not only their own children but those of 
the poor families who had not joined the kolhoz- The nurseiy 
functioned only during summer months, but as soon as they 
had attained a measure of economic solidity they would 
have it opened throughout the year. If only they had enough 
man-power and timber and nails, they would proceed 
immediately with the building of a nursery. Considering 
existing difficulties it might be a year or two before they 
would be in a position to build it. 
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All in all they were moving forward. The city of course 
could facilitate their task, if it would hasten more manu- 
factured goods to the village. The amounts that were now 
coming to the local co-operative were not enough. People 
did not want money, they wanted goods. If the Soviet and 
Party leaders would hurry along increased supplies of these - 
they would pour fresh hope and fresh energy into the kolhoz! 
However, small as their kolhoz was and overburdened as it 
was with shortcomings, they could at least boast of one 
thing, their crops were incomparably superior to those of 
any individualist in the village. When these were gathered 
and divided according to plan, people would have an 
opportunity to ascertain whether or not the kolhoz was 
making life easier, richer and more secure. The autumn 
would tell the story. Perhaps I would come again? 

I promised that I would. 
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THE NEW AND THE OLD 

Sullen as were the older peasants in our village and reluc- 
tant as they were to join the kolhoz, there were times when 

they would say, Tf we had a kolhoz like the one in G we 

wouldn’t mind joining. There is a kolhoz for you, %vith a 

real poroadok.'* Man after man urged me to visit C- and 

note the difference between the kolhoz there and the one at 
their doors. In other villages peasants echoed this praise 

of the kolhoz at G . It was the most famed kolhoz in the 

whole countryside. 

I had known the village of G since boyhood. One of 

the largest villages in the district, it was even farther 
removed from the railway than our village. In the old 
days its name was identified with a wealthy landlord’s 
estate, which boasted a flour mill run by water power, 
a vodka brewery and one of the choicest orchards in the 

province. G therefore had always been a village of 

note in our district. 

It was within easy walking distance from our village and 
as soon as I found the time I went there. With its log huts, 
its falling fences, its pigs and chickens strutting up and down 
the street and tumbling at will in and out of the houses, it 
was in its outward aspect as dismal and primitive a village 
as any in the district. The kolhoz, however, was located on 
the lands outside of the village, and I had no more than come 
within view of it than I grew aware of an energy and a 
feverishness which are not common to peasant folk. Rows 

• Order. 
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of buildings were in process of construction. Teams loaded 
with timber, bricks, stone, straw, elattered up and down 
the roads. The buzz of saws and the thumping of axes and 
hammers resounded in the air, and the peasants, singly and 
in groups, ^\’itll preoccupied mien, and with tools on their 
backs, were moving about from place to place. Here, as 
nowhere else in the ^vholc countryside, life ^vas seething. 

I went to tlie administration building and without knock- 
ing at the door, as is tlie custom in Russian villages, I walked 
into the office of tlie chairman of the kolhoz. Two young 
men, one bareheaded and one ivith a cap drawn low over 
his eyes, were seated at a long table witli their backs towards 
me. Both were poring over papers, one of them loudly 
computing figures. They did not hear me enter and I did 
not at once speak to tliem. I surveyed the office - a small 
room, smelling of freshly cut pine and of freshly dug earth. 
The walls were still bare logs and were hung ivitli rows of 
lithographs of Soviet officials, most conspicuous of which 
was the one of tlie famed Cossack cavalry commander, 
Boodenny. A book-shelf loaded with paper-covered books, 
two tables, benches instead of chairs, a bed which signified 
that this office was also somebody’s bedroom and a hanging 
lamp ivith a smoky chimney, were all the pieces of furniture 
in tlie room. Two large windows, facing a far-stretching 
park, and now open, admitted light and air and also flies. 

I addressed the two preoccupied men and botli instantly 
turned round and invited me to sit down. They had 
heard, they said, of my presence in this part of tlie world 
and had wondered if I would pay them a visit. They even 
thought of sending someone to invite me to come, and now 
that I was here, they would gladly put tliemselvcs at my 
disposal. One of them was the chairman of the kolhoz- 
He was a young peasant, about thirty, from a village near by, 
with a bulb-like nose and a face in which pock-marks vied 
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with freckles for supremacy. I had heard of him in other 
villages, for peasants spoke of him as of a man of courage 
and good humour, who never lost his temper and never 
scolded people. His associate, a handsome youtli of about 
twenty-two, also a peasant, with deep blue eyes, flaxen hair 
and a face dusky with sunburn, was the kolhoz book-keeper. 
Instantly the book-keeper disappeared and soon returned 
with a pitcher of milk and a plate heaped wth huge slices 
of fresh black bread. The chairman pushed these towards 
me and urged me to help myself. 

T suppose,’ he said, ‘you have heard a lot of availing 
among the peasants?’ 

‘A good deal,’ I replied. He exchanged a knowng look 
with the book-keeper and both smiled, 

‘If you lived here,’ he said, ‘all the time as we do, you 
would hear a lot more. Wouldn’t he, Kostia?’ he turned to 
the book-keeper. 

‘Yes he would, indeed,’ answered Kostia. 

‘Peasants,’ continued tlie chairman, ‘have got to wall or 
they wouldn’t be peasants. I have lived %vith them all my 
life, and having an uncle who is the champion wailer in this 
part of the world if not in the whole Soviet union, I know 
whereof I am speaking.’ And he laughed heartily. 

Rising, he beckoned to me to follow him. ‘Come,’ he 
said, ‘let’s look over this place.’ 

Once on the outside we paused before the row of new 
houses which stretched in a line with the administration 
building. 

‘These,’ explained my guide, ‘have all been built within 
the past year; they are all dwelling houses for our members.’ 

They were log houses with thatched roofs, higher than 
peasant huts and with larger wndows. We entered several 
of them. Made up into one and two room apartments, 
meagrely furnished, and with the walls still bare, they were 
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surprisingly dean wtli nowhere a mark of the presence of 
pigs and chickens. The ^vindows, however, true to peasant 
tradition, were shut and tlie air was stuffy, though not 
weighted witli the usual smells. 

After inspeeting tlie houses we ^vent to the cattle yard. 
Here four enormous barns, tlie largest I had ever seen, all 
neivly built, toivcrcd before us. Three of these, e.xplained 
my guide, were for cows and one for horses. Huge dimen- 
sioned as ivere the cow stables, they were not fitted up into 
separate stalls, and ropes fastened to logs took the place of 
stanchions. But here ivere space, light and air. The huge 
ivindows, the high ceilings, tlie clean floors, contrasted 
markedly witli the barns of peasants which always were 
idndoivless, ivitli loiv ceilings and always hea\dly matted 
ivith manure. 

Each barn had space for one hundred and fifty to two 
hundred coivs and in less than a year, my guide assured me, 
would be filled to capacity. By the end of tlie five-year ( 
plan the kolhoz ivould oivn eight hundred milch coivs - 
ti\ice tlie number tlie entire \dllage had ever possessed. Real 
milch cows they would be, for, American like, they would 
weed out and slaughter tlie ones that did not give enough 
milk to make their keep profitable. They were done i\ith 
perpetuating scrub breeds of cattle, and they ivere likewise 
done with disregarding tlie question of proper feeding, for 
nothing w^as so ruinous to tlie peasant as his neglect of this 
aspect of farming. In ivinter he fed his cows straw mixed 
ivith hay, or else straw cut into chaff and scattered lightly 
witli potato peelings or bran and soaked in hot water - food 
wliich would make the best cow shrink on her milk. But 
on tlie kolhoz tliey ivere noiv building silos, which not a 
single landlord in this part of the country had, in the old 
days, thought of introducing. 

WTien I saw the silos I could hardly restrain a laugh - they 
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seemed so amusing - for they were only deep holes in the 
ground! Smilingly my companion remarked, T know that 
they are not like American silos, but in the absence of 
building materials, these are the best we can have. Some 
day we shall build real silos, as in your country. Give us 
time, tovarishtshJ 

We crossed this barnyard and came to another where 
stood an immense building. On entering we saw a brick 
fireplace, over •which an enormous pot of potatoes was 
boiling. Two girls, barefooted, and in white aprons, and 
%vith spades, were mashing the steaming potatoes. This, 
explained the chairman, was a piggery and the two girls were 
preparing supper for die pigs. It was a modern pigsty 
with large windows, a cement floor and running water for 
all necessary purposes and wth a separate stall for every 
sow. Though at present they had only one hundred and 
fifty sows, chiefly English Berkshires, by autumn, explained 
the chairman, with good luck in raising the young pigs, 
they hoped to have them increased to two hundred and fifty, 
which was the capacity of the piggery. In another year 
they would build another as large as this one, and dairying 
and pig and poultry raising were to be the chief enterprises 
of the kolhoz. In walking across the pigger)' I observed that 
unlike peasant pigstys, which like peasant cow stables and 
other barns, are cleaned twice a year, in spring and in 
autumn, here not a stall but was freshly cleaned and heavily 
bedded down with dry straw. 

We continued our inspection tour and presently strolled 
into a park. Oak, birch, maple, evergreens, sturdy and 
rugged, stretched over a large area and gave one the 
impression of a forest. The pride of the landlord who had 
once inhabited the estate, the park had been tire scene of 
many gay festi'vities, from which peasants, of course, were 
always barred. Now it was open to any peasant w'ho cared to 
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come regardless of whether or not he was a member of the 
kolkoi Overhung ^vith the heavy Urnbs of bi-hes w- a 
stave from the top of which fluttered a red flag, and all 

around I- — 5 

the centre of the social and cultural h£c of the “ 

hardly a rest day but something was taking place there 
lecture, a mass meeting, a dramatic performance, a motion- 
nicture show or some other entertainment. 

^ We left the park, and presently found ourselves on a big 
field where gangs of men were busfly at work on new 
buildings oL of these was to be a co-operative shop, 
Lther a hospital, a third a schoolhome “HS 

By autumn, all these buildings wou d be °P“ “ 
in another year, in this veiy loeahty, “ 

would be erected. Because ° , rj ^^ntre 

field explained my guide, was ideally situated for a centre 

of their Lltural and social Ufe, and since the field ^as Jarge, 
^^odd Sle them in the future to put up other buildings 
that they might need for cultural purposes. 

We marched on and presently came to a planted 

There are forty « let te trees 
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""S now,’ he said, ‘there is something else that I w^t 
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if aloof from all the others. We walked in and found our- 
selves facing several rows of oil-burning incubators. A young 
girl, in sandals and bare legs, and wth a red kerchief folded 
neatly over her head, was in attendance. The chairman 
introduced me to her as their poultiy^ c.xpcrt. He explained 
that she was not a member of the kolhoz but had come to 
spend the summer wth them. In autumn she would return 
to her studies in the agricultural college in Voronezh. Her 
home was in Kozakstan, in Russian Central Asia. A pleasant 
girl, with a sunburned face and a matronly manner, she 
showed us the inside of several incubators, and explained her 
methods of hatching chickens. Since her arrival on the 
kolhoz, she had already hatched several tliousand of them 
and she was sure that, before returning to school, she would 
turn out at least two more hatchings. 

Wlien we finished examining the incubators, we walked 
outside and lay down on the grass in the shade of a mighty 
oak. 

‘Now, I have got to tell you the history of these incubators,’ 
began tire chairman, ‘and you will learn sometliing of the 
problems we have been facing on this kolhoz and also gain 
an insight into the mentality of our muzhik. Only a verst 
away from here we have a place which was formerly a small 
estate of a landlord. It is ideally suited for poultry farming 
and so we decided to convert it into the poultry branch of 
the kolhoz. We wanted to do things in a big ^vay, with no 
loss of time and decided to provide ourselves ^\^th several 
incubators. We called a mass meeting and explained 
the plan to our members and you should have heard 
them roar with protest. They wouldn’t hear of tlie idea of 
hatching chickens in an incubator. Nobody, as far as they 
knew, had ever done it, not even the landlords in the old 
days. It was not natural, tliey shouted, to do anything of 
the sort and tliey prophesied failure for tlie enterprise. They 
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were sure we would be merely throwing away precious eggs 
and wasting large sums of money. We, of course, sought to 
argue with them and to point out the amazing results that 
incubators had given in your country, but they would not 
listen. They didn’t care what happened in America. There, 
they argued, the eggs might be different. But in Russia, iri 
their village, no - they would tolerate no such nonsense as 
an effort to hatch chickens in machines. They heartily 
approved of the plan of making poultry raising one of the 
chief enterprises of the kolhoz, but they insisted that we hatch 
our chickens in the old-fashioned way - through setting 
hens. Machines, they scoffed, could never take the place of 
hens. 

‘We argued and argued and finally, with reluctance, they 
assented to the experiment. They warned us, however, 
that nothing good would come of it and that if we failed, 
they never would forgive us. But we of the administration 
went ahead and ordered two incubators, small ones, each 
with a capacity of seven huhdred eggs. When we got them 
we looked them over and then discovered that none of us 
knew anything about them. That did not discourage us. 
We got some books explaining how to operate incubators 
and set to work. Meanwhile the muzhiks persisted . in 
reminding us that we were engaged in a futile enterprise and 
every day they would ask us when our lifeless machine would 
turn out its brood of live chickens. And do you know, we 
had the rottenest luck imaginable. We hatched only one 
per cent of the eggs, and you should have been here and 
heard those muzhiks scold us. They heaped on us reproaches 
and curses and even threatened to report to us higher 
authorities for deliberate mismanagement. It taxed all our 
courage and ingenuity to pacify them and the news of our 
failure spread in other villages and we were' the laughing 
stock all over the countryside, A wretched experience if 
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was for us but we didn’t give up hope of retriewng our repute 
with the peasants. We had to for our o\vn sake as ^s'ell as 
for the sake of the kolhoz movement. 

‘This spring, at one of the mass meetings, I broached the 
subject of incubators again. I expected to be howled do^ra 
and I was. But I had set my heart on the project and I was 
determined to go through \vith it. Frankness, as you know, 
is the basis of our dealings with peasants, and very frankly 
I told them that the reason we had failed was because none 
of us had had any experience with incubators and I argued 
that if we were to obtain the services of a person, specially 
trained in the job, we could not help being successful. I 
read to them letters in the newspapers describing tlie 
successes other kolhozy had had with incubators. In the 
end they consented to another trial and warned me that if 
this time the effort should result in failure, they would have 
to do something desperate. 

«f . ‘At once I wrote to the agricultural academy in Voronezh 
where they have one of the finest poultry schools in the 
country, requesting that they send us a senior from their 
poultry school, who had had experience with incubators. 
So they sent us this tovarishtsh,' pointing to the girl beside us, 
‘and when she came I told her what a serious job she was 
facing. She said nothing and proceeded to work and, ah, 
ho^v she did ’svork, didn’t you, tovarishtsW The girl smiled, 
blushed, but said nothing. ‘And do you know,’ continued 
the chairman wth enthusiasm, ‘her initial hatching was 
seventy per cent of the eggs she used/ At first the peasants 
were incredulous. One after another came around to 
convince himself of the facts and when they saw the chickens 
they were dumb with astonishment. Then it ^vas our turn 

- to do some twitting, and believe me, %ve lost no opportunity 
of doing so. The second hatching w'as equally good. And 
do you know what’s happening now? At our last mass 
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meeting the peasants in one voice yelled for more and more 
incubators. There is a situation for youP 

We returned to the office. ‘How do you like the kolhoz? 
asked the book-keeper. 

‘An impressive place/ I replied. 

‘And remember, all the new buildings that you have seen 
have been put up within the past year.’ 

‘That’s so,’ added the chairman. ‘This kolhoz is several 
years old but only within the past year has it taken on real 
life and this is nothing compared to what we are hoping to 
make of it in the next few years. We have got a big pro- 
gramme - electrification, a brick factory, a new flour mill, 
new houses, a playground, an orchestra. Our plans are 
endless.’ 

The book-keeper, at the request of the chairman, went 
out to bring some more milk and soon returned with milk, 
bread, cheese and butter. After tlie lengthy inspection trip 
the food was welcome and the chairman and I ate with 
voracious appetites. As we ate we talked. 

‘What do the peasants think of it?’ I asked. ‘Are they 
satisfied?’ Both of my companions chuckled. 

‘They are grumbling a lot,’ remarked the book-keeper. 

‘They always will grumble,’ said the chairman with good- 

natured indifference. 

/ 

‘Actually,’ said the book-keeper, ‘some of them are grumb- 
ling because we are not getting enough incubators.’ Again 
both men chuckled. 

‘They don’t like the idea,’ continued the chairman, ‘of 
our not slaughtering more stock than we do so they could 
have more meat than they have been getting and, of course, 
they are disgruntled because of the shortage of textiles and 
tobacco and other city products. Peasants will always 
find an excuse for fault-finding.’ 
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‘But the thing to do,’ the chairman again picked up, ‘is 
to go ahead with the job and convince them, through 
actpal achievement, that under individual land holding, it 
would be impossible to obtain the same results as on a 
* kolhoz. There is our problem in a nutshell. You have been 
around the villages here and you have heard the peasants 
rail at the kolhoz and prophesy doom for everybody in it, 
but compare their houses to ours, their bams to ours, their 
pigs to ours, their cows to ours, their crops to ours - any- 
thing and everything and draw your own conclusions as to 
%vhere the future of our Soviet Union lies. And remember, 
we are just beginning.’ 

‘If we took stock of the muzhik’s grumbling,’ said the 
book-keeper, ‘we would be like the landlord from Vyatka 
of whom I have recently read. Maybe you have heard the 
story? A rich landlord he was, in possession of a vast estate, 
but the climate of Vyatka \vas too severe for him and he 
. moved to Italy. Once after a long absence he returned home 
and observing the WTetched life of the peasants on his estate, 
he decided to do something for them. He built fine stone 
cottages and turned them over to the peasants so they could 
have clean and comfortable homes. And do you know 
what happened? The peasants converted the cottages into 
lavatories and pig pens. In disgust the landlord packed up 
his things and returned to Italy. 

‘Of course, being a bourzhui,' added the chairman, ‘he 
fled from reality. But we have no notion of fleeing to Italy, 
or America or any other place. We’ll remain here and 
continue our work, w-on’t we, Kostia?’ 

‘Of course we ^vill.’ Again both men chuckled heartily. 

Late in the afternoon on my way home I again passed 
through the village. With the impressions of the kolhoz fresh 
in my mind, life here seemed so still, so ancient. The weight 
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of time and inertia was pressing wth a heavy hand on 
everything - the houses, the street, the fences, the strutting 
pigs and chickens and even the people. All seemed so 
dilapidated, so forlorn, so dismally out of tune with the 
roar of energy and effort in the new world that ^vas being 
built at its very doorstep. 

In passing one of the yards I saw an old man leaning on a 
gateway. He was bareheaded and barefooted and his hair, 
ashen grey and matted, swept do^\Ti the back of his head and 
got lost inside the collar of his linen shirt. I greeted him and 
he invited me to stop. He asked if I would have a drink of 
milk, and without waiting for a reply called to his baba inside 
of the house to bring out a jar of milk Tor an American guest.’ 
Instantly a crowd of children tumbled out of the house, 
and Avere followed by a number of groA\Ti folk, men and 
women. They all gatliered round me and stared ^vith the 
intent eagerness with which muzhiks ahvays regard a 
foreigner. 

The old man’s vife, a short shrunken woman -svith a 
careworn face and dressed in homespun, came out with 
an earthen jar and a tarnished tin cup. In spite of my protests 
that I had had my fiU of milk on the kolhoz, she and the others 
wth her insisted that I have some more. ‘Do not offend 
a simple man by refusing his hospitality,’ a middle- 
aged stranger remarked. There was nothing to do but to 
comply. Several other passers-by stopped. A string of 
teams drawng freshly cut timber also halted and the drivers 
joined the assemblage. An American amongst them - akh 
- what a surprise! 

They all wondered what I thought of their kolhoz. I 
told them that it was a very impressive place. 

‘We are building a lot,’ remarked one of the drivers. 

‘Indeed,’ I replied, ‘more than on any other kolhoz in the 
region.’ 
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‘Yes,’ the old man shook his head, ‘they are building a 
new America there. They even have an incubator. Did 
you see it?’ 

‘And how did you like the silos?’ someone else broke in. 

‘And the new piggery?’ 

‘This is a real kolhoz, isn’t it?’ another of the drivers 
chimed in, 

‘Real, real: well said,’ the old man echoed with a pro- 
nounced tinge of bitterness. 

Presently another man, also advanced in years, with a 
staff in one hand and with the other holding a sack that 
was slung over his back, joined us. 

‘A bezhoshnik (an atheist),’ someone hastened to enhghten 
me. 

‘What I say,’ the newcomer instantly broke into speech, 
‘is that we peasants have three enemies, the capitalist, the 
devil and God.’ 

‘Hear him, hear him,’ remarked the woman of the house 
with a sneer. 

‘Three enemies,’ the newcomer continued, ‘one of 
them, the devil, we have already got rid of. Nobody 
believes in tlie devil any more. The other, the capitalist, 
we shall soon clean out. God still remains and he top 
has got to go.’ 

A ripple of laughter spread in the crowd. 

‘Fie on you!’ exclaimed the old woman. She spat in 
disgust and departed. The children burst into a loud laugh. 

‘You are all laughing at me, but here is a man who comes 
from a cultured land,’ the newcomer addressed the crowd, 
‘he’s been round the world, let him tell us if it is not the 
devil, the capitalists and God that are keeping the poor 
people everywhere in slavery.’ 

‘He wanted to have our parish church closed,’ the old 
man remarked. 

231 



RED BREAD 


‘I burned my ikons, too,’ added the newcomer with 
self satisfaction, ‘everybody ought to do the same. I went 
about telling people in my own village to join me and to 
make a real bonfire of the ikons and burn up God, and then 
they would be free people.’ 

‘Free people!’ the old man jibed, ‘as though anybody 
could ever make the muzhik free.’ 

‘WeU said, well said,’ another man piped in. ‘The 
muzhik will never have any luck. In the kolhoz, out of the 
kolhoz, he is lost anyway.’ 

‘Are you a member of the kolhoz?^ I asked the last speaker. 

‘I am,’ he rephed. ‘What else is there to be?’ 

‘They don’t let you live if you’re not,’ one of the teamsters 
added. 

‘They don’t, they don’t,’ several voices echoed in unison. 

‘And now that they are all going into the kolhoz,' someone 
else volunteered, ‘they are just getting to be enemies of one 
another, they quarrel and fight and disagree.’ 

‘Never mind,’ calmly remarked the atheist, ‘times ^\dll be 
better if only we lose our old ideas and start with new ones. 
We have to be emancipated first.’ 

The teamsters who were drawing timber for the kolhoz 
departed. Several others including the atheist also left, 
for work had now to be done. The old man invited me 
to follo'w him into the house. We sat down at the table and 
while his ^vife was busying herself witli making a fire on 
which to cook supper, we talked away. 

‘What do you think will come out of it all - this atheism 
and this kolhoz?' the old man asked. 

‘That is what I want to know,’ I replied. 

^Akh, brother,’ he sighed, ‘if only we knew what the end 
of it would be, if only we knew!’ 

‘Still,’ I ventured, ‘they are putting up such fine buildings 
on the kolhoz.' 
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‘The finest we have ever seen in these parts,’ the old man 
added, ‘and funny isn’t it, the more they build, the worse 
life is.- Now they won’t even slaughter a calf or a pig and a 
lot of the kolhoz folk have to go wi&out meat. But they have 
^ to work just the same, aye harder, for they are after them 
now, haw, haw, haw, how strict they are getting to be there! 
'And why, why did they have to have it all? Didn’t we get 
along well without all these fine buildings and incubators and 
silos and what not? People at least had peace and now they 
have no peace, no life, nothing . . .’ 

‘Stop grumbling so much,’ his wife broke in, ‘be lucky that 
they have not “dekoolackized” you. They came very near 
to doing it. It would have been worse if Aey had sent you 
up north.’ 

‘Who says it would not have been?’ the old man protested, 
•with feeling. ‘But I cannot help these thoughts coming to 
my mind. They promise us everything for to-morrow and 
‘ who cares for to-morrow? Supposing there is no to-morrow? 
Supposing I die before to-morrow comes? Don’t you see? 
Oh, it is no good, no good - ourma^Af^isjustgoingto perish.’ 

Darkness had descended over the -wlJage. People 
were returning from work. Cows, sheep, pigs, were being 
driven from pasture. Fires were peeping out of the -windows 
and the stillness which was so dispiriting when I first came 
from the kolhoz was now broken. . . . 

Two sturdy youths entered the house. They were the 
old man’s sons, both, like their father, members of the kolhoz. 

‘They are helping -with all the building on the kolhoz 
- carpenters,’ the old man said by way of introducing pie 
to the youths. ■ 

‘All you hear is that they are building, building,’ he 
continued -with feeling. ‘But can we eat buildings, can we 
wear buildings, can we resole our boots with buildings? 
Why don’t they take time off and give us more sugar, more 
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soap, more meat, more textiles - things that we need and 
cannot get along wtliout? Building! Whew! For what, for 
whom?’ 

‘The pigs, die cows, the sheep,’ ansivercd die ivoman with 
bitterness. 

‘I’hcy’ll build houses, too,’ one of the youdis explained. 

‘.And supposing they do - ivho wants their houses, or 
anything else that they arc offering?’ the old man demanded. 

The youths sat down at the table and their mother 
screed them boiled potatoes, sour milk and bread. 

‘Thank God,’ she said, ‘they let us keep a few things for 
ourselves - a co\v, a pig, a few chickens and our garden. . . . ’ 

‘Thank God for that,’ the old man agreed, ‘without any- 
thing of our own we’d feel as though we didn’t belong any- 
where at all, and yet they say that possessions arc no good. 
They arc all the time telling us tliat. Lecturer after lecturer 
is coming and telling us that we ought to forget possessions 
and ha\'c everything in common. ^Miy then is the desire 
for it in our blood? ^V}l^•?’ 

One of the sons n’inked at me and smiled, but said nothing. 

‘.‘Vw, maybe it will ivork out tvcll,’ ivciit on the old man, 
‘but all I know is that now, things arc bad, very bad, worse 
tlian ever, by Jove! much ivorsc. It is work and work and 
work and no reward, no joy. They arc building, building, 
building, but tlicy arc not bringing happiness to people. 
Yes they ^vilI have cvcrj’thing on the kollioz, big cow stables, 
big piggeries, big incubatoi-s, big silos, big machines and 
maybe big houses. Rut people won’t have any independence, 
won't have any happiness. Tlicy’ll be like the pigs and the 
cows - in st.alls and in stanchions.’ 

Both sons looked at me and smiled but said nothing in 
reply. 





CHAPTER XIII 


THE KOOLACK 

The four men in my village who had been ‘dekoolacldzed’ 
had one thing to solace them - they ivere alloived to remain 
in their native countryside, three of them in the village. 
But Ivan Bulatov, who lived in a village which I had not 
visited since my boyhood days, had a more stem ordeal to 
endure. He had been stripped of his possessions, and exiled 
north to a lumber camp. Only thanks to the efforts of his 
son, a former soldier in the Red Army and a member of a 
trade union in the town where he ivas working, was he 
finally allowed to return home. 

Sheer accident had brought me to Ivan Bulatov’s village. 
I ran there once for shelter from a threatening storm, which 
however blew over after a swift light shower. I stopped 
in the blacksmith’s shop and it was there that I heard of 
Bulatov. Peasants commented on his good fortune in having 
a son tvho had been in the Red Army and was a member 
of a trade union. Otherwise, they felt, he might never have 
been allowed to come back. From the conversation of the 
peasants I gathered that during the months of exile Ivan 
had failed in health. He coughed and complained of aches 
all over his body, and had become so subdued, that he 
seldom visited neighbours, and spoke little, as though he 
were ashamed of his experience or afraid of people. 

Quietly I slipped away from the blacksmith’s shop and made 
my way to Ivan Bulatov’s home. The heavy gateway in 
the yard was closed, I climbed over and tried the door of 
the house. It was barred. I searched the sheds and the barns, 
and finding nobody near, I made my way to the orchard 
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immediately in the rear of tlae yard. There beneath a lop- 
sided apple tree, sitting on a log and se^^dng a patch on a 
pair of freshly laundered hnen trousers, was a young woman. 
Dark-haired with a straight nose, a flushed face and a full- 
lipped mouth, and wearing a blue skirt, a white blouse and 
a string of beads, she was astoundingly attractive. Beside 
her in a two-wheeled cart with a hooded cover over it, to 
keep off the sun and flies, lay a baby asleep. I thought that 
I had come to the wrong place, for there was notliing about 
this young woman suggestive of sorrow or misfortune such 
as one would expect to find in the home of a ‘dekoolackized’ 
peasant even though he had been allowed back to his 
possessions. Indeed, this woman appeared a symbol of 
cheer and opulence. 

I spoke to her and she did not at once answer my greetings. 
My approach seemed to nettle her and she surveyed me 
with distrustful eyes. I asked her if this was tire home of 
Ivan Bulatov and instead of replying she inquired why I 
wanted to know, and without allowing me time to answer 
asked whether I was from the rik - the district Soviet. I 
sensed at once that she suspected me of being an official 
with perhaps unpleasant tidings, and I hastened to assure 

her that I was a native from the nearby village of B , the 

son of so-and-so, and now as an American writer I was 
wandering about the native countryside looking up interest- 
ing people. My explanation seemed to reassure her, and 
as if in apology for her suspicion of me, she explained that 
rumours had been afloat that some of the officials in the rik 
were displeased with the return of her father-in-law and his 
wife and were planning to take steps to have them exiled 
again. That was why she had wondered if I were a Soviet 
official. She further informed me that Ivan and her husband 
had gone off to a swamp to dig up stumps for firewood, but 
that they would be back by dusk. 
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Our conversation awakened the baby and instantly 
she dropped her work and began to rock the little wagon, 
and when that did not help, she leaned over, opened her 
blouse,' and with hugs and kisses and words of endearment 
proceeded to suckle the disturbed child. Soon it became 
quiet, and she drew the cover over it, carted the little wagon 
into a shady nook beneath the overhanging eaves of an 
adjoining barn, and, returning to her seat on the log, 
resumed her sewing. 

‘Maybe you are hungry,’ she inquired, ‘would you like a 
drink of rnilk?’ 

I thanked her and told her that I did not care for food, 
and she proposed that I should stay and have supper with 
them, and at the table the old folks would tell me a lot of 
exciting things. 

‘Ah, I am so glad,’ she continued in a spirit of confidence, 
‘that my husband gave up farming and became a carpenter 
and went to town and joined the trade union. Otherwise 
father and mother might never have come back and we 
too might have been banished.’ 

‘How long have they been back?’ I questioned. 

‘A little over a month,’ she replied, ‘and they are so 
broken up. The least disturbance upsets them and they 
cry like children. They are so afraid of being sent back, 
though my husband assured them they would never again 
be molested.’ 

Somewhere from the rear of the orchard a raucous voice 
fell on our ears. 

‘Anna, who is it you are talking to?’ 

‘It is mother-in-law,’ explained the young woman and 
to the latter she replied, ‘A stranger who wants to see father.’ 

The older woman came over, barefooted, with her 
face and clothes browned with a layer of fine dust. She was 
a big-boned person with a broad face, sloping shoulders and a 
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dry skin. Her mouth was open exposing two misshapen 
upper teeth and she breathed audibly. She sun^eyed me 
with undue sharpness as though mistrustful of the purpose 
of my visit. 

‘And why do you want to see my husband?’ she demanded 
sullenly. The young woman hastened to explain who I Avas, 
and why I had eome and assured her that I 'vas not from the 
rik. Stolid and hard-faced and as though loatli to believe 
her daughter-in-law, the old woman continued to stare 
sharply at me. Her eyes grew moist and she began to sob 
and wipe her tears with shaking and calloused fingers. 

Instantly the young woman jumped up and put her arms 
round her. 

‘Don’t, Httlc motlier, please don’t,’ she cried, seeking to 
cheer the older woman, ‘this is only a friendly guest from a 
foreign land come to honour us with a visit. He is not from 
the rik nor from the raikom.’* 

‘Ah, littie son,’ the older woman turned to me, ‘if they’ll 
only let us remain here - we’d be so content - anytliing but 
to go away from our own people, our own home, our o^^T^ 
land, to such a far, far away place as tliat terrible Kotlas!’ 

‘There, there, litde mother,’ soothed the younger woman 
again, ‘don’t be afraid. Don’t beheve any rumours. Nikolai 
is a member of the trade union and they \vould not lie to 
him, and you have seen the papers, they cannot be wrong. 
Nobody will touch you.’ 

‘God grant that you are right,’ muttered the older woman. 
‘Ah, what a nakazanj>e'\ it was. Lord have mercy,’ and she 
made the sign of the cross. And then \viping her eyes 
with her apron and saying she must go back to her work, 
winnowing rye with a scoop, she walked oif with tlie slow 
measured step of old age. 

Promising to call in tlie evening I bade Anna farewell 

^ Communist district Committee. | Punishment. 
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and departed. ‘Do come to supper,’ she repeated as I 
started off. To pass away the time I walked leisurely round 
the village, then went in swimming with a crowd of the 
most hilarious boys I had ever encountered in the Russian 
countryside, and at dusk I went back to Ivan Bulatov’s 
house. The old man was at home and so was his son, and 
what a contrast the two made, not merely in years but in 
appearance. Ivan was lean with a bent back, a bristly beard 
and haunted eyes, and seemed timid and crestfallen, while 
the son was short, stocky, with abundant light hair, and 
magnificent teeth. He bubbled with cheerfulness. His 
clear blue eyes, overhung with thick lashes, sparkled with 
good humour and danced gaily as he spoke. 

‘The women,’ said the older man with a feeling of humility, 
‘have told me about you, and I am so happy that you came. 
Akh, an American condescending to honour a dirty muzhik 
like me and a koolack at that! Thank you so much, so much.’ 
He smiled sadly, showing a mouth as toothless as that of his 
wife, and led me to the table. The women instantly brought 
food, black bread, boiled potatoes, sour milk, raw salt 
pork. We ate peasant fashion with wooden spoons and out 
of the same big earthenware dish. A dusky light fell over us 
from a hanging lamp and flies swarmed around continuously. 

Hardly had we begun eating when Ivan, without rvaiting 
for any questioning, proceeded to tell me the story of his 
life. He spoke with feeling as though eager to assure me 
that, in spite of the stigmatization and punishment to which 
he had been subject, he was a harmless creature, with some 
sense of decency inside him and too insignificant and feeble 
to perpetrate evil against his fellow men. 

He came from a poor family. In his boyhood he was 
a batrak - hired man - on a large estate, working for fifteen 
roubles a year which not he but his father would always 
collect. He married and, after his father died, he and his 
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brother divided their land, each receiving three dessiatins. 
His first three children died and left him and his Avifc 
desolate. The fourth, a girl, grew up well, married and 
was now li\dng with her husband in a village near. A 
fifth child, this son of his, Nikolai, came next. They were ^ 
poor but happy. Now tlrey at least had children, and an 
heir and somediing vital to live for. But luck was against 
him. One misfortune after another visited him, his horse 
died, a fire destroyed his house and barns and burned four 
gro^vn pigs to death. Left %vith one toothless old cow he 
began working for others by the day and saving every copeck 
he was earning. Wlien he had five roubles he bought two 
calves and fed tlicm on tire milk of the old corv, and again 
misfortune struck him - both calves and the corv died. By 
that time his Nikolai had reached the age when he could be 
hired out as a shepherd, and a neighbouring village engaged 
his services for the summer, paying him twenty pounds of 
rye for each head of cattle he pastured. It was little enough 
but it was something and it helped them along. On Sundays 
and holidays he would relieve the boy so that he could go 
home, see his motlier and play with his friends. 

Then tire Revolution came, nearby a sovhoz was started 
and there he worked on his spare days. With the few roubles 
he got together he bought from a peasant an old wool-card- 
ing machine, and then Iris real troubles began. Why had not 
God struck him dead before he ever bought the machine? 
Why hadn’t he smashed it to pieces with an axe before he 
ever set it up? He had bought it of course with the hope of 
earning a few extra roubles with which to stock his little 
farm and thus make possible a better living for his family. 

It had never occurred to him that an honest effort to improve 
the welfare of those so near and dear to him would be deemed 
a crime purrishable with banishment to a far, far away 
wilderness. O, God, what a fool he had been! 
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Well, he set the machine to work and in the wntcr 
he earned one hundred and fifty roubles. With this money 
he bought two cows, raised a third, and bought two horscs- 

For the first time in his life things began to look bright. 
He had seven dessiatins of arable land and three more of 
meadow for he was not of the loafing kind, and not given 
to idling around. ’l\Tien he had no work on his otvn place he 
would hire out to the sovkaz and turn his time and his 
energies to some benefit to himself. All w’as well and he was 
happy and hopeful. 

Then the Soviets started the campaign against koolacks 
. . . and for having three cows, two horses, a wool-carding 
machine and a ne\vly-built house, they imposed on him an 
individualistic tax. He had thought of buying a straw- 
cutting machine but what luck that he had not done so, 
else they might never have allowed him to return home. 
These devilish machines! Would to God they had all burned 
before any decent muzhik thought of coming into possession 
of them! O, these cursed machines! 

Then the kolhoz movement reached his village and 
troubles came to him. Happy %vit}i his family on his o^vn 
land, he saw no reason for scrapping his indhidualistic 
household, joining a kolhoz and losing his independence. 
He did not go about agitating against the kolhoz, the Soviets 
had not even accused him of that. He merely refused to 
join and when neighbours asked him what he tliought of 
it he would tell them that he didn’t see how it could be a 
success wth so many ‘dark’ and ignorant people working 
the land jointly. He was sure they would be quarrelling and 
fighting more than working. 

Sosdet officials reprimanded him for his attitude, but 
he was no hypocrite. He would not lie to anyone, least 
of aU to himself. In their dislike of his attitude they launched 
a fresh attack on him. They levied a tax of one hundred 
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and fifty roubles on his wool-carding machine, and in 
addition imposed three hundred poods of rye as his share of 
the grain eolleetion. He eould not possibly meet such an 
exorbitant obligation. He protested that he never had raised 
in any one year as much rye as he was supposed to sell to 
tlie government. But the officials would not listen. He 
appealed to a higher power and again in vain. He did not 
know what to do and waited. He could not imagine that 
they would aetually insist on his delivering more grain to 
the co-operatives than he had har\'ested. But they did, and 
evidently only oh purpose to have an excuse to crush him. 
Distraught and agonized and fearing the worst he \vas at a 
loss to know ^vhat to do or to whom to turn for help. He 
thought of making a trip to the eity and discussing the matter 
uith liis son. But he kept putting it off and one evening a 
group of brigadiers came, sho\s'ed him a paper and said 
that he was to be ‘dekoolackized.’ His wife and he wept and 
pleaded mtli them to be merciful, but they paid no heed to 
pleas and tears, and proceeded to confiscate his possessions 
- co%vs, horses, sheep, geese, wagons, grain, ^v•ool-carding 
machine, potatoes - everytliing, and also told him to be 
ready by next morning to start for the nortli. 

‘Little son mine,’ he continued amidst sobs, ‘I told them 
that I had a son who had been in the Red Army and was 
now a proletarian and a member of a trade union and there- 
fore I was entitled to some eonsideration. I begged tliem to 
have mercy on my old baba - and at least leave her here. 
But my ^vords feU on deaf ears. They insisted tliat I’d have 
to go to exile.’ 

'Milenky moy/* he continued \vitli increasing tears, ‘I had 
never been a^vay from this \dllage, not any farther than the 

to^vn of P , where I would go to the fairs, I had never 

lived among any other people but my o^vn, had never known 

* My Beloved. 
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any other people except the few Jews that came in and out 
. . . and the gipsies that wander along our highways, and 
of a sudden I was to part from everything and everybody I 
knew. With my bare hands so to speak, with only five poods 
of rye and a few poods of other foods, I was to journey to that 
cursed Kotlas away up north. O, dearest, you should have 
been here’. ... he broke down and whimpered and his 
wife joined him, and it took the combined efforts of both son 
and daughter-in-law to calm them. 

‘The baba baked biscuits and we started for town . . . 
and every step of the way we salted the earth with our tears. 
... I could have got off and kissed every particle of this 
dear earth of ours. Never, never again was I to see my . 
village; never, never was I to walk or ride on this rutty road. 

I wouldn’t even be buried among my own folk in my native 
soil but far, far away, among strangers! O, what a fate, 
what a fate for my old age. . . . And what was my sin? I 
had never killed anyone, I had never robbed anyone. I 
had never quarrelled with anyone, . . . Ask my neighbours, 
hear what they have to say about me. Let the bedniaks 
themselves speak up and say whether or not I had ever done 
anyone harm. ... If a man was poor and couldn’t pay 
me for his wool-carding, I would wait, and some of them 
never would pay. . , . And if a man was in trouble, needed 
milk-for a sick baby, I was the first to offer it and never 
charge a copeck for it. ... I tried to live on terms of peace 
and helpfulness with my neighbours. And yet because I had 
a wool-carding machine, and because I hired some people 
to help me in the harvesting and in the threshing, which 
wouldn’t have been necessary had my son remained at 
home, I was a a beast, a monster that had tobecrushed.’ 

‘jVh father,’ Nikolai interposed impatiently, ‘enough of 
your complaining - it is Revolution and in Revolution don’t 
expect favours from the government. , . .’ 
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‘V\^io was expecting favours? I? I only wanted 
to be let alone - to live out my days with my wife in toil 
and in peace, tliat ^vas all I wanted . . . and is that a 
crime? How could the So\dcts who promised us so much 
when they came into power - how could they all of a sudden 
become so cruel, so inexpressibly cruel?’ 

‘Such were the times, and tliere were mistakes, abuses 
by local autliority. . . commented Nikolai. 

‘Yes and we were being crucified. ... I tell you it was a 
nightmare, our journey. We ^vcre packed into a teploushka* 
like cattle and there ^vere so many of us. At night we could 
hardly stretch out and there -were %vomen and children who 
cried and just would not let us sleep. Now and then they 
would unhook us at some God-forsaken station and leave us 
there for hours and hours until anotlicr train ^vould come 
along and pick us up . . . and oh, tire stories that people 
told, die cruelties tiiat they had to endure at the time of 
“dekoolackization.” . . . And hear me, hear me,’ he leaned 
so close now tiiat I could feel his warm breath on my face, 
‘there ^s'as one party of people who were told that they 
could bring along cereals and flour and potatoes on their 
wagons to the raihvay station, and of course they did, and 
were happy in tiie thought tiiat at least they ivould not starv^e 
on tile journey north, and do you know ivhat happened, do 
you know? O, God, ho^v^ could people be so beastly? Why, 
all the food tiiat these “dekoolackized” muzhiks brought 
to the station was packed into two special raihvay vans, and 
when the train started tiie vans did not follo\v, they ivere 
unhooked and the food was kept back. Imagine tiiat.’ 

‘Father, O father,’ Nikolai protested again, ‘there were 
scoundrels who committed a lot of peregibi and surely our 
guest having been in Moscow knows about it.’ 

‘O hush, Nikolai,’ said his ivife, ‘let father finish his say.’ 

• Railway Van. 

244 



\ 


THE KOOLACK 

‘But it is necessary to explain that the government was 
not to blame for that,’ countered Nikolai earnesdy, ‘else 
our guest might misunderstand.’ 

‘Have it your way then,’ continued the old man, ‘let it 
be peregibi. But that did not help the poor creatures who 
started with their families for the north, did it? And when 
we got there we were herded into camps without any 
accommodation - and children died, and I thought my 
wife and I would die, and really we shouldn’t have minded 
death. We were so inexpressibly lonely, and our health was 
bad, mine especially, I began to cough and to have chills. 
. . . Ah, my friend, it was a nightmare. . . . But thank God, 
my son did not desert me, he is a proletarian and a member 
of a trade union and he began bustling about and after three 
months I was allowed to come back. . . . and when we 
returned to this village and saw the fields again and the 
marshes and the native herds of stock and the iittie shep- 
herds, I tell you, we cried with happiness, I blubbered 
worse than an old woman - they all laughed at me, but I 
could not help myself. It seemed like coming back to life 
‘ after you have been dead; that is what it seemed like.’ 

‘I suppose in your country, they do not treat koolacks 
like that, do they?’ asked Arma. . . . 

‘Here, too, not everybody was treated like that,’ remarked 
Nikolai, ‘again I must say there were abuses, small-minded 
fellows who disregarded the instructions of the Party. . . 

‘Yes, but think of the hundreds and thousands who did 
not have a son like mine, and who had to remain there and 
will never be allowed to come back, think of that!’ demanded 
Ivan and turning to me he pursued, ‘and remember again 
that we are only muzhiks, “dark” and inexperienced and so 
simple. When we live long in one place and have a family 
we are like an oak, get rooted deep in the very soil on which 
we live, and when we are puUed up we just ^vdlt and die. 
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But, thank God, we arc back,’ and turning to the ikons 
immediately above him he crossed liimsclf and exclaimed; 
'Hospodi pomilui.^ 

‘He and mamma,’ said Nikolai now with a twinkle of 
good-natured censure ‘have become dreadfully religious 
since they have been back.’ 

‘And ^vhy shouldn’t \vc?’ queried the mother. 

‘Yes, why shouldn’t we?’ interceded Ivan. ‘It was God’s 
will that ^vc should come back, that’s \vhy we are 
back.’ 

Nikolai winked at me and smiled but said nothing. 

We finished eating. Anna and Nikolai cro^vdcd close 
to examine my camera, an object of never-ceasing wonder 
to peasants. If I would only take their picture, at least of 
their son, they would be so happy! 

Then Anna and the mother stepped out to finish their 
work and we three men remained alone in the house. 

‘If he had his accordion,’ said Ivan pointing to Nikolai, 
‘he could play somctlring for you, he is the best accordion 
player in the countryside, but they confiscated that, and 
have not returned it.’ 

‘I am trying to get it back,’ remarked Nikolai. 

‘Get it back!’ replied Ivan with a sneer, ‘by this time some 
kollioznik has probably ripped it to pieces. You know what 
they do with confiscated property, they turn it over to the 
kolhoz - everytliing.’ 

‘Maplevat,’* Nikolai exclaimed, ‘I’ll buy a new accordion 
soon.’ 

Ivan also walked out and Nikolai, bubbling with mirth 
as was his nature, bombarded me with questions about life 
in foreign lands and particularly in America, and then 
proceeded to tell me how happy he was with his Anna and . 
how nicely fixed he was in the city with a job and everything. 

• The Devil take it! 
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I congratulated him on having won the heart of so lovable 
a girl and he, blushing and giggling, assured me that he had 
no easy task in winning her. She was a girl from this very 
village and he had loved her since his thirteenth year. They 
would always go to dances and parties together, and when 
she got to be seventeen, suitors came to her from all surround- 
ing villages, and one of them, the son of a peasant who had 
fifteen cows and three horses, had nearly won her. T was 
nineteen then,’ he continued his narrative. T didn’t want 
to be married before serving my term in the army, and I 
was quite heart-broken when I learned that Anna had about 
decided to accept that rich suitor. So one evening while 
we were at a dance I called her outside and we went for a 
walk to the little wood out there beyond the village and we 
sat down on the grass. It was a lovely night with a full moon 
and I told her that I loved her and did not want her to marry 
that rich fellow, and she said that she didn’t want to marry 
him either, because she didn’t love him, she loved only 
me, but her parents and friends were giving her no peace 
and urging her to accept this well-to-do suitor. I was 
cheered to hear these Words and felt hopeful. So I asked 
her if she would marry me, and she said no. I was stunned. 
The answer was so unexpected, because she had said that 
she loved only me! I asked her why she would not marry 
me and she refused to answer. I put my arms round her 
and squeezed her so hard that she cried - it hurt her so - 
and I told her that if she didn’t marry me, something would 
happen, because I couldn’t endure the idea of her marrying 
someone else. So she cried a lot and told me that she really 
loved me and only me, and would never love anyone else, 
but that she was so poor and had hardly any dowry, and she 
knew that my father was very proud of me because I was so 
handy with tools and was a good musician, and wouldn’t 
allow me to marry a poor girl. I must admit there is much 
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of the koolack in my father and he had always been wanting 
me to marry a girl with a rich dowry. But I loved Anna, 

I didn’t want riches - the devil with riches. So I said to her, 
“Let’s fool father, fool him properly,” and she said, “How'?” 
and I said, “I have seventy-five roubles saved up, and you 
take it and buy yarns and weave a lot of linens and blankets 
and w'e’ll tell the old man that that is your dowuy.” And she 
said, “but he will w^ant a cow^ and a horse and a w'agon and 
I have none of these,” and I said, “leave that to me - I’ll- 
talk the old man out of everything else.” And she was so 
happy and so w'as I, and w'c kissed and embraced and 
promised to love one anodier ahvays and she agreed to send 
word to her rich suitor that she didn’t tvant him and w'ouldn’t 
marry him. 

‘Well, tlic old man grumbled because I w'asn’t getting as 
big a do^v^y as I desen^ed, but I ^von him over and tlaat 
autumn w'e got married. Now' both father and mother really 
love her, because she has been like a daughter to them, and’ 

- blushing and laughing heartily as if overcome with joy - 
Sve are just too happy for w'ords. It is so wonderful to be in 
love like tliat, on my w'ord it is, and Anna is interested in 
tilings too, goes to meetings and lectures and docs social 
w'ork - fits in beautifully with tlie life of a proletarian. In a 
few' days, as soon as we get the old folks settled, ive’ll go back 
to the city and you must come and visit us and spend an 
evening ivitli us. . . . All, she is one in a million, my Anna is,’ 
and he rolled back his fine head and laughed •witli happiness. 

Soon tlie women and Ivan returned to tlic house. We 
gossiped aw'ay of trivial things, and then I bade tliem fare- 
well and started for home. I had no more than reached tlie 
gateway when I heard Ivan calling after me to w'ait. It was 
late, lights in the village were out and muzhiks had gone to . 
sleep. Only dogs were about, barking furiously. 

‘Excuse me, my friend,’ Ivan began as if in apology, 
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‘I know so little about the world and about the big people in 
Moscow and what they want us “dark” muzhiks to do. But 
you are a learned man/ and surely you know those people, 
and dearest - hear me, perhaps it is not true that they are 
going to make another investigation and try to send me up 
north again. My son says it is not, and he is a clever boy, 
with a wise head. But my haba and I are so frightened. 
Sometimes we get up in the middle of the night thinking 
investigators have come to put us out of the house, and we 
weep. Oh, if we only had any assurance that they would 
not bother us again, if only we had. And this is what I 
want to ask of you, and please do forgive me for bothering 
you, a stranger, with my personal troubles - if you ever see 
the big men in Moscow, Rykov or Stalin, please tell them 
that I, Ivan Bulatov, will never have any wool-carding or 
any other kind of machine, and will never have more than 
one horse and one cow and one pig, aye, I might even get 
( along without a horse, the devil with a horse, if only they 
would leave me alone.’ 

I assured him that he need entertain no fears of exile 
now that he had been allowed to return home. But my words 
failed to comfort him. 

‘Maybe you are right, my little son,’ he countered, 
‘but maybe you are wrong. I have only a few more years 
to live. I am not so very old, only fifty-six, but I am so broken 
up, and I am growing feebler from day to day, and I’d 
rather be shot than be exiled again. I teU you I’ll throw 
myself out of the window if they put me on a train for the 
north. I want no riches, I want no accumulations. Please 
tell it to Stalin, maybe he doesn’t even know what these local 
officials are doing, and he ought to know - yes, he ought 
• to know about me. I want to remain in my own little hut, 
on my own little piece of land and work it with what little 
strength I have and with what help my wife can offer. I 
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THE PUZZLED LITTLE FATHER 

In the old days the landlord, the uriadnik (constable), the 
priest, sometimes the school-teacher, though differing in 
tlieir social position and in their cultural attainments, were 
the chief living links beUveen the Russian countryside and 
the outside Russian world. In importance and universality, 
the priest overshadowed all the others, even the uriadnik 
who, though constantly before the eyes of the populace, 
was only a petty oflScial, of little education and subject to 
removal from place to place. Neither his official position 
nor his glittering uniform invested him with that sense of 
myster)'' and power which hovered about the priest. 

The baiushka, little father, maintained no intimate per- 
sonal associations with his people. Always his relations with 
them were official, as of superior with inferiors. His calling 
imposed on him no social obligations towards his parish- 
ioners. He was in no sense a minister and except during 
confessions, which were obligatory, people would not 
unburden themselves to him of their troubles or go to him 
for solace in personal sorrow. Yet he seemed as much a 
part of the village scene as the sky and the fields - as ever- 
present and as aloof. One could not imagine a village 
without its parish priest any more tlian a peasant house with- 
out ikons, or a river without water. The little father seemed 
as indispensable to the wholeness of life as did the elements 
of nature. The peasant might cherish little respect for him, 
hold him in contempt, curse him, view him on occasions 
as an evil omen - but without him a funeral was no funeral, 
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a wedding no wedding, a christening no christening, a 
Sunday no Sunday, a holiday no holiday. Essentially a 
pagan, the peasant accepted his priest as part of the absolute 
force that ruled his destiny, all life. ... 

■ There were all manner of priests in the Russian villages, 
of varying .degrees of education and of varying repute with 
their parishioners. Batushka Timofey, for example, in our 
parish enjoyed the esteem of his people. Mild-mannered 
and soft-spoken he was devoted to wife and children and 
had escaped the reputation for drinking so many of his col- 
leagues had acquired. No ugly rumours floated about him 
as about the little father in the adjoining parish who loved 
vodka more than his good name and whose behaviour in 
other respects was not above reproach. 

Batushka Timofey was a landlord of standing, in possession 
of forty dessiatins of land, a fine herd of catde, a flock of 
sheep and some splendid horses on which he and his children 
could often be seen on our roads riding in saddles or driving 
in a factory-made carriage. Neither he nor any child of his 
ever engaged in heavy labour — labour was so cheap 
in the villages - but they all loved to potter round the 
garden, and the orchard, and the little father himself 
gloried in looking after his bees. 

He lived in a huge house which with its shingled roof 
and large windows towered handsomely over the dwarfed 
huts in the midst of which it stood. Fronted by a magni- 
ficent orchard it was set off from the neighbouring world 
by a high fence with the boards so close together that not 
even children could crawl through and tamper with the 
fruit. Like the house, the orchard was vastly superior to 
those of the surrounding peasants, for the little fatlier and 
his wife, like nearly all priests in Russia, understood fruit- 
growing better than muzhiks did. In summer as one passed this 
orchard the luscious fruits, so near and yet so far, glistened 
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temptingly in the sun. The baiushka was a kindly man, and 
when children peered enviously through the fence and he 
happened to see them, he would hand out to them an apple, 
a pear or plum. 

An idyllic life baiushka Timofey lived as did every village 
priest in pre-revolutionary Russia, peaceful, leisurely, 
abundant, with hardly a care in the world. Indeed, was 
there a class of officials in old Russia further removed from 
the drudgery and vexations of daily life than were the village 
priests? 



Christ, with the Figure of Capital behind Him, telling Poverty 
‘Consider the Lilies of the Field’* 

' I remembered the baiushka so well that on my first visit 
to the old home I went to call on him. He lived three versts 
away in the village which was the seat of his parish. When 

• The cartoons reproduced in this chapter have appeared in various 
anti-religious Soviet publications and are the work of D. Moor, the most 
popular Bolshevik cartoonist. 
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he came to tlie door I did not kno\v him. In tlie eighteen 
years of my absence he had changed beyond recognition. 
Shrunken and bony with his long hair sparse and matted 
and hanging over his back like a dirty rag, ^vith his face 
thin and brittle as though the skin \vere frozen or dried up 
and on the point of cracking, and \vith a loose linen smock 
falling below his knees even to his boot-tops, accentuating the 
pallor of his features and the frailty of his body, he seemed 
a mere skeleton of his former self. Even his teeth Avere gone 
and his gums were black as tliough lacerated by disease. 
Except for his eyes, ^vhich had retained some of their 
ancient sparkle, he seemed drained of vitality and void 
of a sense of self-importance, even of self-confidence. As 
I saw him no\v decrepit and crestfallen, he seemed a mere 
memory of the stahvart and joyous-hearted little fatiier tliat 
I had kno\vn in my boyhood days. 

He did not recognize me and stared at me witli appre- 
hension as tliough L were a messenger of sad things. He 
held the door half closed as if hesitating to admit me. I 
introduced myself mentioning my father’s name and in- 
stantly he tlireiv the door open and welcomed me. He had 
mistaken me, he said, for someone he was loatli to meet - a 
So\fiet official isdtli information as to ivhether or not he could 
remain in his house. He had received an order to vacate 
it, but had appealed to a higher power and ivas daily 
expecting a reply. 

‘Thank God,’ he remarked ivith a sense of relief, ‘it is 
not he. . . . My heart was pounding so wildly as I stood 
at tlie door facing you that I thought I’d collapse.’ He fell 
into a seat and put botli hands over his heart as tliough to 
calm it. ‘But tliere is no telling - the day is long yet and 
tlie night still longer, anytliing may happen. It is not like 
in tlie old days iidien montlis and years passed and all 
remained the same. Nowadays much may happen in one 
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day, in one hour, aye very much. But ah, tell me something 
of yourself, your mother, your brothers and sisters - what 
a long time you have been away, a very, very long time!’ 

We were in the dining room, and it was bare now, with 
few pieces of furniture and still fewer furnishings. The floor 
was unwashed and crusted over with bits of mud. The 
paint on the walls was peeling and in the comer right over 
the ikons a spider was weaving a web. As if in answer to 
the multitude of queries that came to me he hastened to 
explain: ‘You see how changed everything is! We have not 
a single servant any more, cannot afford one and besides, 
it is dangerous, they would call us exploiters and parasites 
and would surely put us out of the house, and the matushka - 
well, she is getting too old to do hard "work, and so we let 
things slip.’ Eyeing me searchingly he continued, ‘You 
have not been here long? Ah! So you know little yet’- and 
leaning close as though to confide a secret, he remarked, 
‘it is better to have things neglected - windows un^vashed, 
floor unscrubbed, even hair uncombed - they’U respect you 
more if you look wretched. . . . That’s the truth,’ and he 
laughed bitterly. 

His wife came in and I gasped when I saw how she had 
faded. Her eyelids had contracted so that her once pretty 
eyes were barely open, and her face was criss-crossed with 
deep lines. Bareheaded and barefooted and puffing at a fat 
cigarette rolled peasant-fashion in coarse wrapping paper, 
she made a sorrowful picture. Only when she spoke did she 
s^em like her old self, alert and animated. After greeting 
me with a burst of endearments she rushed off and soon 
returned with a sizzling samovar which she set on the table. 
The little father invited me to come to the table and as 
he was pouring tea he kept up a flow of melancholy 
chatter. ... / 

‘It is well that you have come back, very well, and now 
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you can see with your own eyes what is happening here - 
the world turned upside down ... we have lost every- 
thing - see how bare this room is? . . . the whole house 
is hke that ... we have sold everything for food, for 
bread, we had to . . . and the orchard, dear, that too is 
gone now, nationalized, and we are not supposed to get one 
wormy apple. The watchman is a good man, a Jew , . . 
every morning when he picks the fruit off' the ground he 
brings us in a hatful. . . . We have no tea. We 'have not 
had any for a long time ... we use dried apples instead, 
soak them in hot water . . . please excuse such tea ... an 
inventive people, aren’t we?’ He looked up with the hurt 
expression of a boy who is on the point of committing an 
indiscretion. 

‘We have no sugar either - please do excuse us - we 
just haven’t got it. Imagine, httle son - a batushka without 
sugar!’ 

It was hard to imagine a Russian priest without all the 
sugar he ever would want for tea and for all other purposes. 
He surveyed the table with his eyes and on espying a litde 
paper box in the folds of a coarse towel that covered a loaf 
of black bread, he reached for it and opened it. ‘But ah - 
things are not so very bad, here is something, our daughter 
has sent it by her boy who came yesterday for a visit 
here.’ He thrust a little white piU into my glass. ‘It is very 
sweet, sweeter than sugar - saccharine, but sh-sh-not*a 
word to anyone, Uttle son, it is forbidden to have sac- 
charine. . . .’ 

‘Eat the bread,’ pleaded the mattishka, ‘black bread, it 
is the only kind we have now and thank God for that, and 
here, take an apple, it tastes good with bread. . . .’ 

‘You should have come to us in former times,’ the batushka 
resumed, ‘then we could have entertained you fittingly, 
Russian fashion, with an open heart. . . .’ 
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‘Aye, indeed, we could,’ the rmtushka chimed in with 
enthusiasm as though happy at the mere recollection of 
better days, ‘then we had sugar, tea, jams, meats, closets 
bursting with food and all from our own estate - every thin g 
our own. . . 

‘And now nothing,’ he continued, ‘black bread, apples, 
hot water and saccharine as long as it will last which will 
only be a few days, . . . Ekh, Bozhe moy,* if only they would 
not try to put us out of the house!’ 

‘Then we might as well dig our graves. . . .’ 

‘Surely,’ I ventured, ‘some peasant will offer you shelter?’ 

‘Perhaps - 1 hope so - 1 have done them no evil. I have 
always been kind to them. But the peasants have changed.’ 

‘Indeed they have, they are not as hospitable as they 
once were. . . .’ 

‘Not as interested either. . . . Imagine it, when my land 
was taken not a man mumbled a word in protest; when 
my orchard was confiscated again they were silent, and 
now that I am being driven from my house, nobody bothers 
to help me. I might as well have been a stranger instead 
of a life-long neighbour and the priest of this -parish. . . . . 
O, you don’t know what a Revolution does to people. . . .’ 

‘You have had no Revolution in America - a Soviet 
Revolution?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Then you cannot imagine how people can change.’ 

‘jVh,’ mumbled the batushka, ‘let us not grumble too 
much - It is God’s will. He gives and He takes. He blesses 
and He punishes, so let it be. . . .’ 

While on my way over I had formulated an endless series 
of questions I had planned to put to him. But now when 
I saw him in his neglected house stripped of the once 
luxurious furnishings and himself so decrepit, so humbled, 

* My god. 
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so subdued, and his wife, once so comely and jovial, now 
so withered and resigned, I lost aU desire for serious dis- 
cussion. What else but sorrow could they speak of? No 
words they would utter could convey the wretchedness of 
their plight as eloquently as did the mere sight of them in 
their now barren and neglected home, from which they 
might at any hour be driven, , . , 

Seven years had passed since that memorable day. Not 
long did batushka Timofey and his wife have to endure their 
agony. Both died within a short period soon after my visit. 
Now a red flag floated over their house. It had been turned 
into a community club and into the headquarters of the 
local kolhoz- The church was still there with its spacious 
grounds and its lovely park in which children were now 
running races and playing games. As I gazed at it I wondered 
how much longer it would endure. During the preceding 
winter meetings had been held to consider the advisability 
of closing it, but nothing had happened. Yet a church must 
have support, and whence was it to come in the future? 

The man who had succeeded little father Timofey, an 
imposing fellow with a red beard and a thunderous voice, 
fled after a few months. He was not earning enough to 
support himself, and now this man’s brother had come. 
He too was red-haired and with a magnificent voice, but 
what else could be said of him? To most questions he would 
answer with a shrug of the shoulders or with the brief ‘I 
don’t know,’ and not because he was cowed, but because 
he was dismally uninformed. He had not graduated from 
a seminary. He had been a mere deacon in a country 
church, and only because of his voice and his love of music 
had he been elevated to the priesthood. He confessed to 
me that he never read any books. He had never heard of 
Tolstoy! With the older priests aU over Russia growing 
older and older and with death fast thinning their ranks, 
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the dignitaries of the church are drafting into service 
whomsoever they can recruit, even a man as innocent of 
knowledge as this new balushka in our parish. 

Only one parish in my native countryside, in a little town 
some twenty versts a\vay, enjoyed a semblance of prosperity. 
This parish owed its seeming strengtli not to sheer luck but 
to its geographic location and to the personality of its priest, 
batushka Dimitry. The town was a trading centre in a fertile 
valley and on market days, twice a week, its public square 
was thronged with visiting peasants. The trading folk, 
hating the Soviets, gave generously towards the support of 
the church. It was the only place of refuge they had left. 
There tlaey could gather with some degree of safety, talk 
and engage in an activity, worship, which was in itself a 
slap at the Soviets. 

Batushka Dimitry was shrewd enough to take advantage 
of this special condition. Besides, he ^vas a man of some 
culture. He had always read books and magazines and had 
kept himself informed of events in the world. And he was 
fearless. He never shrank from an encounter with an 
intellectual foe, whether Communist or Baptist. He visited 
the club-house of the Communists, which was formerly 
his home, and greedily read the publications which came 
there, especially the Bezbozhnik, the atheist journal. In the 
early years of the Revolution he had appeared in public 
debate with local Communists and once with a visiting 
Party man from some far-away place. From peasants in 
various villages I learned of the excitement that this debate 
had caused. Father Dimitry had asked his opponent, 
who had maintained that man is master of his own destiny 
and owes no allegiance to any supernatural powers, why 
had not any man, including Communists, fashioned with 
his own hands sunshine, rain or stars? The Communist 
replied that it was not God but nature that had created all 
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these things, whereupon little father Dimitry countered, 
much to the amusement of the non-Communist portion of 
the public, by asking who made nature. A watch, he argued, 
had to have a maker, a house had to have a maker, even a 
Revolution had to have a maker. Who then was the maker 
of nature? The Communist argued that nature made itself, 
and a lot of people laughed and thought that the priest had 
the best of the argument. 

I had heard so much about batushka Dimitry that I went 
to see him. When I arrived at his house I found the gateway 
locked, and the only response my continued rapping evoked 
was the infuriated barking of several dogs. 

Shortly afterwards I strayed into a village where there was 
a funeral. An old man, I was informed, while out in the 
pasture feeding a bull, was gor^d to death. It was a white 
funeral, that is one conducted by a priest, and I learned 
that the priest who had come to officiate was little father 
Dimitry. I went to the funeral. Few people were there 
and they were mostly of the immediate family of the deceased 
and some^older neighbours. The body after being washed 
was fitted out in the man’s Sunday attire with a white linen 
shirt and an upstanding collar that swathed neck and chin. 
It lay on a bench with the face exposed. At its head a wax 
candle was burning, stuck in a box of rye. The priest was 
solenmly intoning ‘eternal memory,’ and several peasants 
were crossing themselves. There was no pronounced grief. 
There seldom is among peasants when the deceased happens 
to be an older person. Only one muzhik^ a boyhood Mend 
of the dead man, stood with bowed head and now and then 
wiped his eyes. When the corpse was put into the casket 
this man, on kissing the body farewell, held his lips long over 
the cheek of his departed comrade. When he lifted his head 
he murmured sorrowfully, ‘Farewell, my friend, farewell, 
O, happy man, happy man.’ 
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After the funeral I went with the priest to his home, which 
he had built on a plot of land that the Soviet had assigned 
to him when his house was confiscated. He introduced me 
to his wife, a heavy red-faced woman with a kindly smile and 
coarse hands. Both took me round their garden and with 
marked pride showed me their beds of vegetables and roses. 
‘My matushka^ said the little father, ‘is a big spetz* — all that 
you see is her work. I help her a little but she is the boss 
and does most of the work. We don’t dare hire outside 
labour, we might lose the land and it would cost too much.’ 

‘Yes,’ said the matushka with excitement, ‘I am a spetz, 
my father was an expert gardener in the city of Vladimir 
and I learned things from him. When they took everything 
away from us, they thought that we’d get lost and would 
forfeit our land and have to give it up. But I can make things 
grow - cucumbers, potatoes, cabbage, beet, turnips, berries, 
everything. This garden and our cow and the dozen odd 
hens we have, give us the things we need, and we get along. 
The most important thing is not to lose one’s courage and 
not to give up one’s faith. ... If one has faith and courage 
one can live and one has something to live for. Don’t you 
agree?’ 

She left us and hastened to start the samovar, and then the 
three of us sat down round a table in the garden drinking 
tea and eating freshly made raspberry jam, cakes and 
sausage. Here in this house there was no evidence of destitu- 
tion. Yet as our conversation continued I sensed in the 
priest’s words anxiety for his future. He spoke gravely of 
the new crisis he was facing now, when private trade was 
completely snuffed out and his chief supporters were too poor 
to make their usual contributions. Had it not been for them 
he could never have raised the two thousand roubles that hei}*?. 
had spent on renovating the church. That was over a year 
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ago. Now it would have been impossible to raise the money, 
for some of these traders were in exile, others in jail and those 
who were in the town were racking their minds as to what 
to do now with all pursuits shut to them. As for the peasants, 
well - 

^Matushka^ said the priest, 'tell him what happened last 
Sunday.’ 

'A man came last Sunday afternoon,’ she said, 'to have 
a baby christened. He had always been a member of our 
parish, and when he brought the baby into the house he 
said, ^^Batushkay this is my sixth and it is the last I shall have 
christened!” ’ 

'Imagine a muzhik speaking like that,’ the priest 
interrupted. 

'And the batushka^ she continued, 'asked him why he would 
not let him christen any more babies and he said he was 
going into the kolhoz^ So the batushka told him that the law 
does not interfere with the christening of babies, even if a 
man is a member of a kolhoz^ and mentioned the names of 
several kolhozniks who had let him christen their babies, and 
the man only smiled and said in a kolhoz there was a new 
order and there was no need for priests, for rehgion or for 
christenings.’ 

'And do you suppose he was wrong?’ exclaimed the priest. 
'In the kolhoz there will be no place for religion, perhaps that 
is one reason the Communists are pushing it so vigorously, 
they want to kill religion and bury it, and they won’t even 
put a monument over its grave,’ 

'Yes, it is the truth, my dear,’ sighed the matushka. 

'Only the other day,’ the priest continued, 'I met the 
chairman of the local Soviet — I have talked to him several 
times - and he said to me, Batushka^ you had better give up 
your profession, disavow the church and God and get 
yourself a job, or it will go badly with you. The kolhoz^^ he 
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saidj “will kill all need for your profession.” And I asked 
him, “What sort of a job might I find?” And what do you 
suppose he said? “Sweep the streets”.’ 

‘The wretch,’ burst out the woman with exasperation, 
‘think of him speaking so impudently to a batuskkaP 

‘Yes,’ nodded the priest dolefully, ‘that is what I am 
facing now - the breakdown of private trade, the impover- 
ishment and dispersal of my chief supporters and the 
invasion of the kolhoz with its power to instil atheist ideas into 
the very blood of people. What future can there be for me?’ 

‘But maybe,’ interceded the woman, ‘the Lord will make 
them see the truth yet - their pigs have been dying in the 
kolhozy- 

‘Yes, that is true, Siberian plague has been sweeping the 
countryside and killing off a lot of pigs.’ 

‘It may be a visitation,’ the woman remarked with a 
feeling of awe not unmingled with hope. ‘O, Lord, what a 
world, what a world!’ 

‘Yes, indeed, what a world,’ agreed the little father and 
lapsed into reflection. 

‘JVm, nichevo,’ said the woman rising and patting him 
gently on the back, ‘let the whole world turn against Him, 
but we won’t. We can always earn our bread, even if nobody 
comes to church any more and we have to close its doors. 
We can work and raise our food as indeed we are already 
doing and not so badly. Isn’t that so, batushka?' and she 
smiled and patted him again and walked out. He arose, 
walked reflectively up and down the room, then halted 
at the door. Looking around as if to see if anyone was near, 
he beckoned to me to follow him to a window opposite the 
door. There we sat down on a newly-made bench. 

‘You see,’ he began in a subdued voice as though not 
wishing his wife to hear him, ‘I have to be careful in the ' 
presence of the matushka, because she easily gets upset, and 
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she is such a firm believer. But I tell you of late I have 
been asking myself a lot of questions. I cannot run away 
from these questions - they pursue me by day and by night. 
But I cannot answer them, and it is so impossible nowadays 
for a man like me to get to the saintly leaders of the church, 
to the really wise men of God, and discuss things with them 
and have them solve my perplexities.’ 

He looked out of the door again to make sure his wife 
was beyond hearing distance. ‘Hear me. In the very old 
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days when the Israelites went against Him, He appeared 
before them through their prophets and made His will 
and His power manifest. When they sinned He chastised 
them, and brought them to His feet. Think of Moses and 
of Aaron and of the others, to whom He would reveal 
Himself. Think of the visitations vtith which He plagued 
Pharaoh so as to lighten the task of Moses. You see what I 
mean? In those days God made Himself known. He spoke 
to His people, censured, punished them, destroyed their 
possessions. And now? Please, I beg of you, never mention 
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a word of what I am saying, not a word, for it may go bad 
with me. It is counter-revolution to wish failure for the 
Soviets. It might mean death, and they are terribly heartless 
with priests and traders. It is only to you, an American, 
that I dare speak as I do, and I have got to speak to somebody 
or I sometimes feel as though these thoughts will choke me. 

I dare not whisper a word to my wife - she would be so 
upset. But - think of it, the whole youth of our land is 
drenched in contempt for Him and His church, and all 
over the country He and faith in Him are impudendy 
mocked and spat upon - and nothing happens. 

‘The other day I heard someone say that a meteor had 
fallen somewhere in the wilderness of Siberia and blasted 
up by the roots miles of big timber. In Siberia in the wilder- 
ness, where nobody was made to feel His power and His 
will! Do you see? Why did not it fall somewhere else, say 
- over the Kremlin? Why does not He emerge and assert 
Himself as He did in days of old? Why doesn’t He reveal 
Himself to someone worthy of His trust? I am sure there 
are such people left yet. Why then doesn’t He transmit 
through them His wishes to all of us, the Bolsheviks and the 
other infidels and in such a way that they couldn’t doubt 
His being, or His Power? Don’t you suppose if He made 
Himself known, people would flock back to Him? Of 
course they would. They would bow in repentance and 
promise to believe and obey and worship. Yet here we are. 
His servants - waiting, waiting, and nothing happens. The 
heavens are silent, the earth is silent, the stars are silent, 
everything is silent.’ He paused, scratched his head and 
looking back once more to see whether his wife was near, he 
continued: 

‘Sometimes I say to myself if He does not care why 
should we? Isn’t He expecting too much of us? Doesn’t 
He see that we alone, with our human frailties and imper- 
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fections, can achieve little? And for Him with His power it 
would have been easy to do something big and decisive. 
Or is He merely trying us out, to see how much we can 
endure? Perhaps, who knows? But it is so hard, so very 
hard on us. His servants!’ 

Presently the matmhka returned ^vith a broad smile and 
in her hands a fat Rhode Island hen. ‘What a beauty! What 
a marvellous layer, and such large eggs too. I’ll make you an 
omelette of her eggs and maybe you’ll think you are home 
again. Please be in no hurry to go.’ Humming a merry tune 
she dashed out of the room, and forthwith we could hear the 
crackling of a fire in the kitchen. 

‘Now please don’t misunderstand me,’ the priest resumed. 
I am no infidel. I believe in my God and in my Christ, 
I have sacrificed everytlung for Him. My eldest son has 
abandoned me because I am a priest. Pie would not come 
home to sec me any more, is ashamed of me, and nearly 
broke the heart of my malushka. Yes, I have ^vorn my crown 
of thorns, I am sdll wearing it, and won’t hesitate to die 
wearing it - only it would have been so easy for Him to 
nip the whole thing, and bring people back to their senses. 
Without God, wthout faith, without an acceptance of 
something outside of one’s mortal flesh - what is life? How 
much better is man without religion, widiout God, than the 
cow that is crossing the street yonder, or the pig that is 
rooting the ground over there in the yard? How much 
better? What sort of a life is it when you know that all ends 
when you die, that all your earthly sufferings are in vain, 
and that all those you have always loved and cherished you 
will never sec again, and that you and everybody are turned 
into dust to the end of time? Once in a discussion \vith a 
Communist, when I told him the things I am telling you, 
he laughed and said, “Litde father, when you die you will 
be only a piece of carrion, nothing else, fit for cro'‘'s to 
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fatten on.” I ^vas so shocked I could hardly speak calmly to 
the man. ... To think of such a nasty notiofi getting rooted 
in human minds. . . . Then %vhat does all life mean? What 
is this ^vorld for? What are this earth and sky and stars 
and trees and grass and you and I and Lenin and Stalin 
and America, and everything, what is tire purpose of it all?’ 

As he stopped %ve heard coming from the kitchen the 
splutter of grease in a frying pan. 


268 



RED BREAD 


A man of means, he would hire special tutors for his 
children, to prepare them for entrance to the Russian 
High Schools. Though Jews were admitted by percentages, 
his children found the doors to these schools open, for he had 
‘protection’; the director of the gymnasium and the mayor 
of the town and the representative of the nobility were his 
friends, and never hesitated to confer a personal favour on 
him. 

On my previous visits to my native countryside I had heard 
nothing of him. I had not bothered to enquire. I had not 
even thought of him. But this time I learned casually that he 
had joined a kolhoz- Former landlords like former officials 
and koolacks are legally barred from kolhozy, but an exception 
was made in his case as in that of certain other Jews on the 
ground that, since they were victims of special repressions, 
they were not wholly to blame for engaging in so-called 
speculative and exploiting pursuits. Legally, therefore, 
there was nothing irregular or startling in Abram joining 
a kolhoz. But socially and spiritually the transition from his 
former to his present station in life, with all the accompany- 
ing conflicts and readjustments that the process involved, 
presented something striking and even challenging. 

On learning that he was living on his old place, I went to 
see him. I had no more than reached the yard of his home 
than I grew aware of the change that had swept over the 
place. Washlines flapping with linen and all manner of 
clothes radiated like spokes in a wheel from the house to 
nearby trees. Sticks, bark, manure, rags, other debris lay 
scattered around the grass which was uneven, uncut and 
had in parts died out. The board fences had grown mossy 
and were tumbling; the wooden box over the well was 
sagging and the massive sweep that towered oyer it looked 
as if it had been pulled loose. The house itself, with the 
paint faded from walls, windows and shutters, had lost 
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its old lustre, and had begun to droop. Even the spacious 
porch appeared shrunken and battered. Gone now were 
the old cleanliness, the old privacy, the old smartness. 
No longer was this place a retreat for gentlefolks. Its 
idyllic calm had given way to raucous noises. Women with 
bare feet and dishevelled hair, carrying armfuls of wood, 
pails of water or baskets of provender, were coming in and 
out of the house, and children, a little army of them, likewise 
barefooted, unwashed and half clad, raced noisUy up and 
down the yard. They were the families of other kolhozniks 
who had moved into Abram’s house. 

I asked a little girl who was sitting on the ground playing 
with a baby where I might find Abram. 

‘Out in the fields,’ she replied, ‘pasturing the cows.’ 

Pasturing the cows! So Abram was now a herdsman! 
I could not help thinking of the sense of reproach which the 
Russian word pastukh - herdsman - carried with it in the 
old days. If you wished to show contempt for a man’s 
intelligence you called him a pastukh. It was a synonym 
for stupidity and degradation. Nowadays of course it had 
assumed a social loftiness comparable only with the word 
dvorjanin - nobleman - in the old days. In travelling about ' 
Russia I have met Soviet dignitaries who would boast with 
elation of the fact that at one time they or their parents 
had been mere herdsmen. Yet in spite of the volcanic 
reversal in social values, and the prestige that had now 
become attached to the word pastukh, I could not help 
cherishing a secret pity for a man like Abram who in the 
twilight of his life had come to nothing more exciting or 
more worthy of his talents than herding cattle and on the 
very land of which he had at one time been master. 

^ I found him in the field stretched out on the grass with 
his chin cupped in his hands, watching a herd of fine cattle 
pulling at the rich grass of a far-spreading marsh. Bare- 
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headed and barefooted, with his trousers rolled up to his 
knees and his shirt-sleeves to his elbows, his hair closely 
clipped, his face swarthy from sunburn and mottled with 
wrinkles, he seemed a very old man. He was unshaved 
and not well washed. Beside him lay a long leather whip and 
a few paces away with its head almost hidden in the grass 
a black dog lay sleeping. I introduced myself to him, for 
never should I have recognized him nor he me. He sat up 
overcome with surprise, and his face lighted up wth a 
radiance that brought back some of his old attractiveness. 

‘I am an old man now,’ he remarked, ‘sixty-three and I 
look over seventy, don’t I?’ There was neither regret nor 
resentment in his voice, only resignation and even good 
humour. ‘Taking, it easy in my old days, herding cattle,’ 
and pointing to his whip he added, ‘this is my tool, a sacred 
tool now, a proletarian tool, and he,’ pointing at the dog, ‘is 
my chief assistant. I have another, a nice peasant boy, very 
clever and very alert, but sometimes he falls asleep and I 
cannot find him.’ 

I sat down on the grass beside him and we plunged into 
talk. The sun was up high in the sky, a breeze was blowing 
over us, and all around the big herd of kolhoz cattle browsed 
with audible zeal in the rich grass' of the lowlands. It was 
quiet all around save for the incessant warbling of larks 
which pierced the stillness with gaiety. 

‘I suppose when you go back to America and tell your 
mother that I am now a herdsman she will wring her hands 
in sorrow and lament over my fate, and thank God that she 
did not remain in this land to see with her own eyes the 
downfall of so good a man as I was. Yes, your mother used 
to think I was a very good man,’ and he chuckled merrily. 

I thought he was straining himself to be good-humoured., 
but neither his voice nor his facial expression revealed any 
pretence. He seemed inhumanly void of regrets at the fall of 
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his fortunes. ‘But really you must tell your mother that 
it is not so bad - do you loiow what it now means to be a 
shepherd? In the old days pious Jews did not honour their 
rabbi with as high fervour as society no\v honours a shepherd. 
StUl/ and he laughed again the joyous laugh of sheer amuse- 
ment, ‘it is funny - everything is funny here, isn’t it? A 
world upside down - only try to make your mother under- 
stand, so that she will laugh and not weep.’ Of a sudden 
assuming an air of earnestness and solemnity, he continued, 
‘I never weep, never. I swear to you I don’t. More - 1 am 
not so sure that it is not all for the best.’ He paused and 
looked at me with a penetration that was almost embarrass- 
ing, as though seeking to ascertain whether or not I ^vas in 
accord with his opinion. ‘Living in Russia,’ he pursued 
once more, ‘makes a fellow ask a lot of questions, an awful 
lot of them, questions which in the old days would have 
seemed ridiculous. Now they pound away at you day and 
j night and you don’t rest until you find answers, and the 
answers come too, surprising answers, at which in the old 
days you would have laughed even more than at the ques- 
tions. Maybe we are mad and idiotic, but maybe \ve tvere 
crazy in the old days, and are only now recovering our 
sanity and wisdom. You do understand what I mean?’ 
Again he laughed his boyish good-natured laugh. . . . ‘Tell 
me, don’t you think I seem queer to you?’ 

‘And why do you ask?’ I questioned. 

‘Because, my dear, you come from over there - from 
another world - where things are so utterly different, 
indeed as much so as would be a horse with the feet of a pig 
or a pig with the feet of a goose. I have never been in 
America, so I cannot speak of her, but I have travelled in 
Germany, used to go there to the baths in the old days, and 
now as I think of the world which Germany was, and 
compare it tvith our Russia, I shrug my shoulders and ask 
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myselfj is it really possible that such a world as Germany 
ever existed anywhere? Here you even lose the sense of time, 
a year seems like an age, a generation. It seems ages since I 
have been in Germany.’ Again he paused and again he 
laughed as though amused at his own words. 

‘Of course, don’t imagine it was easy to make this shift 
from the old to the new world, especially as I had a wife and 
children who could not forget the old life, the old ideas, the 
old standards and who were looking up to me as to a man of 
strength and wisdom and with power to perform the miracle 
of holding together undamaged the old world in which 
they lived. . . .’ 

A black cow had strayed into a neighbouring clover field 
and snatching his whip and flicking it violentiy Abram started 
after her. At the top of his voice he yelled at her to turn back. 
Meanwhile the whole herd scented the clover and started 
for it and Abram, with the alertness of a lifelong herdsman 
and amid continuous snappings of the whip, turned them 
quickly back to the pasture. When he returned he was 
sweating and puffing hard and wiping his face with a soiled 
red handkerchief. He seemed younger now than when I first 
saw him. 

‘There is an old muzhik on this kolhoz, older than I am,’ 
he began again, ‘who used to work for me. He is a wholly 
illiterate man. A newspaper is good to him for only one thing 
- roll cigarettes in, and so are books. But he is no fool, he is 
quite a philosopher. When I joined the kolhoz he came to me 
and shook hands and congratulated me. “Abram,” he said, 
“you are a good man. You have done the right thing. You 
have shown that you don’t think yourself superior, that you 
are ready to take pot luck with the rest of us - good and bad. 
And why, Abram,” he continued, “should you want to be 
different from me for example? Why,” he said, “should any 
man enjoy things that his neighbour has not got?” In the old 
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days had a man propounded such a question to me I’d have 
thought him a hopeless fool or maniac. I was reared in the 
idea that some people are better than others and are therefore 
entitled to better things. I questioned this idea no more 
than I did the presence of the stars or the sky or the coming 
of the seasons of the year. But I want you to know that now - 
I no longer dismiss such a question easily. . . , Now this old 
muzhik is no mere idiot or madman to me. Now I myself 
ask this question in all seriousness. Why should one man or 
group of men partake of joys and pleasures that others are 
denied? Why is it the poor man’s fault if he has not the 
cunning, the energy, the luck, the education of the wealthy 
man? Why? Have you ever asked yourself that question? 
Answer it. Try. I have answered it. I am answering it all 
the time. I tell you I agree with that muzhik who once was 
only my hired man. These inequalities are wrong, desper- 
ately, brutally wrong. , . And as though wanting to show 
•his ease and reconciliation he began to hum an old ditty in a 
soft resonant voice which in spirit harmonized pleasantly 
with the whispers of the breeze and the chirping of the tire- 
le-ss larks, a song of man’s contentment with the world. 

‘Don’t for a moment imagine that I am a Bolshevik,’ 
he resumed, ‘I am not. I don’t know what I am. I don’t 
care to know. The only thing I know is that I am not the 
Abram I once was, and what is more I would not want to 
be my old self again. If the Soviets came to me and told me 
that I could have back all that they took from me and could 
continue my old life in the old way, I would thank them and 
refuse. . . . Honestly I’d feel ashamed to be in my old boots. 
They would not fit me anyway - 1 have been going about 
barefooted too long. Do you understand? I am finished 
. with the old life, finished for good and for ever - thank 
God. , . .’ 

‘And how about the wife and children?’ 
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‘Well, the children have long ago gone through their 
conversion and the wife - she is getting there slowly. , . 

He rose to a sitting posture and constantly pointing his 
finger at me as though to emphasize his words, continued: 

‘Consider my position in the early days of the Revolution. 
... It was very bad. ... I thought Fd go mad. Army 
after army came here - and one tiling I did know - for me 
as a Jew tlie coming of a White general or of the Poles could 
only be a calamity. In view of my position and my economic 
solidity, they might spare me personally. But I could not 
think of myself only. True, I never was pious, but when a 
pogrom occurred anywhere, I’d sink with grief, and neither 
the Whites nor the Poles could or would guarantee the 
Jews against pogroms. Only the Reds, even in those hectic 
days of civil war, were death on j&o^growz-makers. They 
protected the Jew as a Jew. And do you know what I did? 

I helped them. My whole family did, my estate was their 
underground headquarters. The Whites and the Poles 
had taken me for one of their own, because I was a landlord. 
But underground - right here on this land, in my cow stable, 
in my barns, in my cellar, was a whole organization busily 
undermining the power of the armies of occupation. 

‘Later when the Reds estabhshed themselves, I gave up 
most of my estate and kept for myself only as much as I and 
my family with a little outside help could work, in all about 
twenty dessiatins. From year to year, however, I realized 
that it was only a question of time when I’d be squeezed 
dry of everything. . . . Now it was a new tax, now a new 
self-obligation, now a fine. . . . They were squeezing me in 
good earnest, and I was growing drier and drier, if you 
understand what I mean. I came dangerously close to 
being branded a koolack. I was threatened again and again . 
with deprivation of citizenship rights. My oldest son left the 
family and started out for himself. He became an agronomist 
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and is now at work somewhere in Siberia and he would have 
nothing to do with us, was almost lost to us. My younger 
son sought to enter the university and though he is a good 
student and passed the examination with great credit, 
he was not admitted, and only because he was the son of a 
father who had been a landlord and was still regarded as a 
well-to-do farmer who employed hired help. Of course we 
all worked, worked hard. They could not |ay we lived oflf 
the labour of others, though in summer we did keep two 
peasant boys. 

‘So here was my condition, oldest son gone, youngest 
frustrated in his ambition, and I myself looked at askance 
and constantly threatened with deprivation of citizenship 
rights. Of course the local officials could not possibly do 
that. I was not without revolutionary deserts. It was no 
small thing for me in the days of the civil war to turn my 
estate into headquarters of the revolutionary secret organiza- 
tion. I have all the documents of those days. I’d go to 
Moscow if necessary and demand reinstatement. I’d wait 
there until it was done. I’d knock at the doors of everybody, 
even of Stalin if necessary. 

‘No, I was not afraid of the threats of local officials. 
All my life I had dealt with officials and I never had truckled 
to them. I never had pocketed my self-esteem. In the old 
days officials minded me more than I minded them. Of 
course I paid them a pretty penny for the privilege of enjoy- 
ing a sense of security. As a Jew I always had to pay for 
every breath of free air that I breathed. The present-day 
official, however, is different. Sometimes he is stupid and 
brutal but he is honest and has faith in himself and knows 
what he wants. One after another they used to come here, 
these officials, not on friendly visits but to make a fresh 
appraisal of my belongings, inform me of a new levy I 
was to meet, go. through my house and barns and write 
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down everything they saw. Sometimes they would come 
and remind me that as an employer of two peasant boys ' 
I was getting to be a koolack and in time would suffer the 
doom of a koolack. ' 

‘I was growing very nervous, and every time a team 
would drive into our yard I would get panicky and suspect 
it was some official with more burdens and troubles for 
me. I could not examine my letters without trembhng 
lest there be a new government document with a fresh 
penalty for some transgression. It was a hopeless situation. 

I knew that sooner or later they were sure to get the best of 
me. I knew that the individualist farmer had no basis 
in a Soviet society, none whatever. Everything was gather- 
ing to crush him, and when the kolhoz movement began to 
sweep the land, I was sure I was right. 

‘And besides, as I have already told you, I could not 
escape from the millions of questions that the challenge 
of the Revolution was hurling at me. A fellow cannot run 
away from them, and he begins to wonder if he has a right 
to three cows and two horses and a goodly number of 
chickens and sheep when his neighbour has no cow, no 
horse, hardly any hens or any sheep. He begins to ask 
himself if it is indeed right for him to have meat and butter 
and cheese and white bread and other things, when his 
neighbour lives only on cabbage soup and black bread. 
When the injustice of inequality in material enjoyment is 
hammered at you all the time, it sinks in, and makes you 
uneasy. It bothers not only your mind but your conscience. 
Well, I decided it was time to act. I would delay no longer. 
It was dangerous and it was uncomfortable. 

‘One evening last autumn I called my family together 
for a conference. We sat round the table. and I turned to^ 
them and said, “My dears, it is time we did something and 
the only thing to do is to quit at once, completely and for 
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ever.” Well, tears were shed, plenty of them, and we talked, 
talked our hearts out all night, and finally we agreed that 
we would give up the old way of living and join a kolhoz. And 
mind we left no reservations in our minds, none whatever. 

I never act with reservations in important things in life. 

I wiU not fool myself. We decided we’d not only give up our 
land but everything. We’d have no individual property 
excepting what we needed for our daily usage. “We must 
tear up the old books,” I said to the family, “and burn aU 
the old records. We must start life all over again as though 
we were newly born, and there are to be no grumblings 
and no regrets and no sighing for the old days. Yes,” I said, 
“we must start this new life with clean hands and with 
clean hearts.” And we did. We turned everything over to 
the kolhoz, every cow and calf and hen, every sack of grain 
and every spear of hay. We would not bother to take 
advantage of the law allowing a kolhoznik to have his own 
cow and his own hens, I would avail myself of no privileges. 
We even turned our house over to them to do with as they 
pleased. If they wanted us to move to some other place 
we’d move, and if they allowed us to keep for ourselves 
just one room, we’d be satisfied with that. And do you 
know after we had made our decisions we felt happy, 
regenerated, free of fears, suspicions, premonitions. We 
gave up everything we owned, but we gained peace of mind 
and reconciliation with our own inner selves. 

‘Of course we are not always happy. I am a khosiain 
-understand something about household economy and 
farming and I see ail around me a colossal amount of 
' blundering and wastage. But neither I nor my wife grum- 
bles. Cheerfully we submit to the rules of the game. . . . 
Frankly, we don’t have as good food now as we once had, 
and we don’t dress as well. See me barefooted and in these 
dirty and patched trousers? I am saving my shoes for winter, 
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because it won’t be easy to get new ones. I am wearing my 
old clothes as long as I can, or rather as long as my wife can 
make them hold together. We eat meat once a week or 
once in two weeks and we get little sugar . . . and little 
tea. But we have enough bread, and milk too, and cucum- 
bers, and we get a pound of butter a week per person, and 
all tire potatoes ^ve ^vant and now and then a few eggs, and 
we get along. My young son is now as good as anybody - he 
can say his fatlrer is a peasant, a kollioznik, and he dare look 
everybody in tire eyes. He is in Rostov working and prepar- 
ing for dre university, and dris time he is not going to be kept 
out because of his father’s social position. We have only two 
rooms for ourselves and our house is filled rvitir neighbours, 
some of whom are people we never before have known. We 
share our kitchen rvitii three other families and our samovar 
witir one other. But we have peace of mind. We are afraid 
of notiring and nobody, officials don’t bother us, nobody 
points a finger of scorn at us, and we work regular hours 
without worry and excitement. Our neighbours might be a 
little more orderly - keep things in better condition and 
some of the children might be less careless, and not throw 
things aiound tire premises as much as they do. But these 
are small tilings - we are used to tiiem and besides I like 
cliildren and now tiiat my own are groivn up I dehght in 
playing games ivith them or ivatching them play by them- 
selves. . . . That’s how it is . . . .’ 
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A NEW GIRL 

She was in the barn milking a horned black cow when I 
first saw her, a sturdy girl with a flushed face that was lightly 
sprinkled with freckles, and with bobbed Hght-brown hair 
held in place by a narrow red ribbon. She appeared older 
than eighteen, which Abram had told me was her age. She 
was barefoot, and her grey gingham dress covered by a 
white apron reached only to her knees and exposed her bare 
finely curved legs. Her name was Vera. 

Abram, who had spoken to me of her, regarded her as a 
real creation of the Revolution, as new to the Russian 
countryside as the kolhoz or the tractor, and as significant. 
So eager was he to have me meet her that he drove me out 
to the kolhoz on which she was living. 

‘Our chief,’ said the secretary of the kolhoz, introducing 
me to Vera. 

‘Don’t believe him,’ she retorted with confusion, ‘I am 
only a milkmaid.’ 

Our voices or our appearance, or both, frightened the cow 
she was milking. Amid a succession of sharp grunts the 
animal lurched forward, overturning Vera’s stool and milk- 
pail and tearing her dress. Instantly she was on her feet, 
protesting that she was not hurt, and, holding together her 
torn dress, she dashed out of the barn. My companion was 
noticeably distressed. 

‘Poor child,’ he lamented, ‘she has so few clothes, and 
nowadays it is not easy even for us in the kolhoz, who are 
favoured in the co-operative stores, to obtain material for 
new ones.’ 
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Soon Vera reappeared in another dress and apron. Self- 
possessed and snriUng, as though the accident were a trifle, 
she proceeded ^vitll her milking. In Russia all the milking 
is done by women, and tins kollioz, which boasted over one 
hundred milch cows, was no exception. Vera, like all the 
milkmaids \vho were considered old enough to work full 
time, had to milk eight cows three times a day. Busy as she 
might be \sdtli social %vork, so the secretary of tlie kolhoz 
informed me, and regai'dless of the hour - sometimes it ^vas 
da\vn - at ^vhich she might return from a lecture or con- 
ference, she never missed a milking. Always, as soon as the 
cows were brought in from pasture, she was on hand for her 
duties. 

The secretai'y gave me a brief account of her life. She 
came from a small to\vn, tire daughter of a tailor who had 
died in tlie early years of the Revolution, leaving a A\dfe and 
tliree cluldren, of ^vhom she was the youngest. Because of 
her proletarian origin, the best in education was free to her, 
and she hastened to take advantage of the opportunity. 
She chose agriculture as her life-work and on graduating 
from an agricultural institute where she specialized in live 
stock, she had planned to continue her studies in the famous 
Timiryazev academy in Moscow, Russia’s leading agricul- 
tural college. But tlie Party, in tVii<; case the Komsomol, 
hindered her plans. A loyal revolutionary, well versed in 
Party aims and principles, an energetic organizer, a good 
orator and nitli innate capacity for leadersliip, she was sent 
to tills particular kolhoz to supervize its activities. 

Officially she was milkmaid and livestock expert. She 
worked at her job like any otiier member of the kolhoz 
and was paid no more tlian any otlier tvorker of her kind. . 
But her real tasks, wliich began when her day’s farm work 's 
was finished, ivere manifold and delicate, for this ivas no 
ordinary kolhoz. At tlie time of its origin, five years before, 
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it was made up of ten families, all Jewish. Now, as the result 
of a great influx of members during the preceding spring, it 
had become a so-called ‘international’ kolhoz, comprising 
fifly-seven families of which a majority were Jewish, but 
which included also Poles, Letts, Lithuanians and Russians. 
This racial heterogeneity and the social origin of the Jewish 
portion of the membership, who, prior to their settlement 
on the land, had been mainly petty shopkeepers, thrust 
daily upon Vera a host of problems. In addition to partici- 
pating in purely economic affairs, she settled personal tilts 
between members, and worked for racial understanding 
and social harmony. All the cultural work of the community 
— lectures, readings, discussions, diversions — were under her 
direction, and so was the editing of the waU-newspaper, 
which made its appearance once a week or once every two 
weeks, and which, like all such newspapers, whether in a 
kolhoz, a shop, or a factory, was the medium through which 
members voiced their dissatisfaction, criticisms and de- 
mands. In her leisure hours she would visit nearby villages 
and hold meetings with a view to winning fresh converts to 
the kolhoz movement. 

As I watched her milking I could hardly believe that this 
young, inexperienced-looking girl, just past adolescence, 
was entrusted with so weighty a burden of responsibilities. 
I could not help speculating as to what might have been her 
destiny in the old days, in the dismal little town where she 
, was born. As the daughter of a tailor she would have had 
no social standing in the community. If she had attended 
school, it would have been only long enough to learn to 
read and write and to recite prayers in Hebrew. At an 
early age she would have become a servant in some well-to- 
do family, or an apprentice in her father’s or some other 
shop. She would have saved copeck on copeck until she had 
gathered several hundred roubles; then matchmakers would 
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have visited her parents and sought to mariy her to some 
proletarian - a tailor, a carpenter, perhaps even a shoemaker 
(who, for some reason or other, was in the old days relegated 
to the lowest social position, especially among Jews). If 
fortune had been kind to her she might have become the 
wife of a petty trader, but she could never have married a 
merchant of standing or any other personage of importance, 
so sharp and decisive were the lines of cleavage in the old 
Russian social world. And only by virtue of membership in 
some revolutionary group might she hope to become the 
spouse of an intellectual. 

After marriage, children would have come, and she 
would have reared them in the same manner in which 
she had been reared. The outside world and all that 
it implied in mental development and emotional exhilaration 
would have remained as alien to her as a foreign land. 

Yet now, at eighteen, she was entrusted with a formidable 
task. The roads of advancement, though not in a material 
sense, were everywhere open to her, and she could traverse 
them as far as native ability and social obUgations would 
allow. And there are numberless girls like Vera scattered 
over the vast Soviet domain. When one meets them, hears 
them speak, notes the flame of devotion in their eyes and in 
their voices, one reahzes afresh what a double-armed power 
this Russian Revolution is: how on the one hand it stifles 
and on the other it redeems personahty. Whether it does the 
one or the other depends upon whether one is an enemy and 
non-conformist, or a ward and supporter of the new dis- 
pensation. A cruel taskmaster, the Revolution- recognizes 
no middle ground, holding that ‘he who is not with us is 
against us.’ 

When the farm work was finished for the day, Vera, 
the secretary of the kolhoz, and I made our way to a pile of 
freshly cut logs outside the barn and sat down. 

284 


A NEW GIRL 

‘Vera,’ the secretary asked mischievously, ‘would you like 
to go for an automobile ride?* 

, ‘Would II’ she joyously exclaimed. 

‘This tovanshtsh has an automobile of his own,* teased the 
secretary. 

‘Really?’ she queried incredulously. ‘Here?* Whereupon 
the secretary chuckled and confessed that he was only 
teasing. 

‘She has a lot of ambitions. Tell him, Vera, what they 
are.’ 

‘They aren’t so many/ she remarked. 

‘Tell him,’ prompted the secretary. 

‘Well,’ she began refiectively, ‘I’d like to have just one 
long ride in an automobile, and so fast that I would have 
to shut ray eyes, and I want to go to Moscow to study 
agriculture in the Timiryazev Academy, and I want to 
learn to fiy, and I’d like to be a good tractorist and know 
everything about a tractor ~ take it all apart and put it 
together again.’ 

Ts that aU?’ teased the secretary. 

‘Well,’ she added after some further reflection, ‘I would 
like to see a real motion picture. I have only seen little bits 
of ones.’ 

In the little towns and villages in which she had spent 
her life only the inferior motion pictures were shown. 
I was astonished when she told me that she had never seen 
‘Potemkin’ nor ‘The End of St. Petersburg’ nor ‘The Storm 
of Asia’ nor ‘The Women of Ryazan,’ nor had she heard of 
Mary Pickford, Douglas Fairbanks, Charlie Chaplin, the 
three screen heroes of every school child of Moscow. As I 
watched her react with child-like joy to the excitement of the 
y moment, I had the feeling that she was no political leader, 
no revolutionary agitator, not yet a full-grown woman, 
but a sturdy girl with an outgoing love of play, fun, adventure. 
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‘In America,’ she queried, ‘they have talking pictures? I 
suppose only in the big cities?’ 

‘Everywhere,’ I said. 

‘Even in villages?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Indeed?’ She shook her head in wonder. To the secretary 
she remarked: 

‘There is technika for you. If only their proletarian would 
hurry along with the Revolution, we might be having 
talking pictures here on this kolhoz' 

‘And just think of the shoes we’d have,’ added the secre- 
tary. ‘You would not need to go barefooted, Komsornolka, 
and I might get a pair like those which Ford or Rockefeller 
wears!’ He chuckled. But Vera grew thoughtful. 

‘Tell me,’ she asked seriously, ‘what’s the matter with the 
American proletarian? Why doesn’t he start something? 
It is time he woke up.’ 

‘Do her a favour,’ pleaded the secretary, ‘tell her you 
believe in world revolution. She cannot bear to have 
anyone doubting its possibilities.’ 

‘Why should he lie to me?’ she protested with resentment. 
‘It is the truth I want.’ 

The secretary winked at me and laughed; then, hearing 
someone call him, excused himself and left. 

‘Really, is there no chance of a revolution in America?’ 
she asked in the sad spirit with which an American child 
might inquire, on Christmas eve, if there were a possibihty 
of Santa Claus failing to make his appearance during the 
night. 

‘What do you think?’ I countered. 

‘All countries must have revolutions.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because capitalism has outgrown its usefulness and must 
faU. That is clear enough, isn’t it?’ 
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Like their enemies in and outside of Russia, the revolu- 
tionaries are intolerant of differences of opinion affecting 
the basic dogmas of their faith. In asking for information 
they really seek confirmation. The young revolutionaries, 
being more impassioned than the older ones, are especially 
hostile to expressions of doubt as to .the validity of Commu- 
nist doctrine, particularly when these question the inevit- 
ability of a world revolution. Their minds are as 'closed to 
a sceptical attitude on this subject as are those of the religious 
Fundamentalists to a critical study of the Bible. From 
previous experiences I had learned that when the question of 
world revolution is up for discussion it is best to dismiss it. 
I tried to do so this time, but Vera insisted on explicit 
answers. When I offered them, arguing that in a highly 
industrialized society the middle class is so powerful that 
any attempt at a proletarian revolution would result in a 
butchery of the proletarian, she seemed nonplussed and 
disturbed. But not for long. 

‘I cannot agree with you,’ she finally retorted, ‘it is 
impossible. The proletarian must win. He sknply must.’ 
Her mood changed and once more she was only a playful 
girl. 

‘There are so many questions,’ she said excitedly, ‘I want 
to ask you. Millions of questions. Tell me everything, 
everything about America.’ 

‘What especially interests you?’ 

‘Well, what do the girls of my age do?’ 

‘They go to school, read books, amuse themselves.’ 
‘How?’ 

‘Theatre, motion pictures, dances, games; some of them,’ 
I added after a pause, ‘go to church.’ 

^ ‘What!’ she exclaimed as if shocked. ‘Yoimg girls like me 
'go to church? How absurd. Why do they do it?’ 

‘I suppose they get satisfaction out of it.’ 

387 



RED BREAD 


She dug a finger into her cheek, as was her habit when she, 
grew thoughtful. 

‘Is satisfying one’s self such a great thing?’ and as if 
speaking to herself she continued, ‘I don’t tlfink so.’ Several 
times she shook her head as if reassuring herself that she was 
not in error. 

‘There is my brother,’ she proceeded, ‘once he was a nice ' 
lad, a devoted Party man, a real revolutionary; but some- 
thing happened to him and he turned bad. Now he drinks, 
and though he is married he has to send money to another 
woman by ^vhom he has had a child, and \vhen I ask him 
why he lives such a bad life he says he is trying to find this 
thing you just spoke of — satisfaction. Surely that is not a 
good reason - not even a good excuse, is it?’ She paused 
again. ‘Or take these muzhiks in the villages. I go out to 
them often and argue with them about collectivization; I 
tell tliem that if they ever want to crawl out of their vermin- 
infested huts tliey had better join the collectives, because 
only the collective can raise them to a modern way of living. 
And what do you suppose they say? That they get satis- 
faction out of their ^vay of living, and why should they 
change? There must be something besides satisfaction, 
mustn’t there, to justify our ways?’ 

‘You are an atheist, aren’t you?’ I asked. 

She laughed. 

‘Why do you laugh?’ 

‘That you should ask such a question. Ho\v can any 
sensible person be a believer?’ 

‘Would you say that believers are fools?’ 

‘If they are not fools they are at least terribly misguided,’ 
she flung back. ‘Capitalists keep drumming false ideas into 
their heads until tlaey believe them.’ 

‘And you carefully analyse everything that you believe?’ I 
challenged. 
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‘Of course!’ Then, as if feeling the need of further 
substantiation of her words, she added, ‘History, science, 
' even nature is on our side.’ 

She returned suddenly to the subject of the American 
girl, and bombarded me with a fresh volley of questions. 
How did American girls dress? How many dresses did they 
have at one time? How many hats and shoes? She had never 
possessed more than three dresses at a time, she said, and 
but one pair of shoes - at the moment she had no shoes at 
all, only sandals. She did not expect to have shoes until 
autumn, when fresh supplies would come to the local co- 
operative store. And in aU her lifetime she had never worn a 
hat. But such deprivations did not disturb her. 

‘We have more important things to buy now - machines! 
But some day when we are industrialized we shall have 
everything, dresses, shoes, hats. . . . What books do American 
girls read?’ 

^ ‘Travel, novels, plays, poetry.’ 

‘I suppose Marx and Lenin are forbidden in America?’ 
‘No.’ 

‘And the Pravda and Izvestia?’ 

‘Also permitted.’ 

‘ReaUy?’ 

She was so loath to believe in the truth of my words that 
she questioned me several times. Measuring everything in 
terms of the dictatorial Soviet standards under which she 
Hved, she could not understand this tolerance of ‘capitalist 
masters’ toward the chief prophets of the proletarian revolu- 
tion and the leading journals of its dictatorship. It seemed 
to her equally incredible that in America one could travel 
without passports, without papers of identification, and that 
one did not need to register with the police in every place one 
visited. She had always thought, she confessed, that 
capitalist countries were at least as vigilant as the Soviets. 
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Once more she turned to the subject of the American girl. 

‘Do American girls earn their own living?’ 

‘More and more of them are becoming economically 
independent.’ 

‘I am so glad,’ she remarked with elation. ‘It is so neces- 
sary for a woman to be free, and she can’t be free if she has 
to depend for her bread on someone else, even her own father. 
What, else do American girls do?’ 

‘What else should they do?’ 

‘I mean,’ she explained, ‘what purposes have they? What 
is their objective in life?’ 

‘Themselves.’ 

Nonplussed, she stared at me as though awaiting an 
explanation of my words. When I offered none, she 
remarked: 

‘Do you mean to say that they have no social purpose?’ 

‘Not in the sense in which you use the words.’ 

‘Have they nothing outside of themselves to live for, 
something for society, for the masses?’ 

‘In America things are different.’ 

‘So!’ She shrugged her shoulders in bafflement. ‘And 
don’t they miss a social purpose?’ she questioned. 

‘Apparently not.’ 

‘How strange!’ she exclaimed, and grew pensive again. 
After a prolonged pause she added, ‘No, I should never 
enjoy such a life, never! I’d feel so lost, so lonely. Living 
just for myself? Hm - never.’ 

There was truth in her words. Such a girl would feel 
lost in an individualistic society. She would miss the group 
activities, the group purposes, and group passions of the 
Revolution. It would take an upheaval as mighty and as 
bloody as the one Russia had gone through, to win the 
revolutionary youth back to a feeling of contentment in an^ 
individualistic society. This fact alone would make the 
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conquest of Russian territory by an alien power a gruesome 
tragedy for its present youth. Before there could be subjuga- 
tion there would have to be conversion or extermination. 

A young man riding a bicycle came up and joined us. He 
was shaved; he wore a neat blue blouse, a new cap and 
freshly polished low shoes; and he spoke, not the dialect of 
the region, but literary Russian. Vera introduced him as 
the teacher in the district school. He had come to escort her 
to a meeting in his schoolhouse, three versts away, at which 
she was to deliver a lecture. 

‘What will be your subject?’ I asked. 

‘The theses of the industrial and agricultural policies 
that are to be submitted by Party leaders to the Sixteenth 
Congress of the Communist Party.’ Excusing herself, she 
hurried away to her room to make herself ready for the 
meeting. 

It was a glorious evening with clear skies and balmy air - 
an evening for fun, play, song, dance - and yet this eighteen- 
year-old girl was to walk nearly two miles to address a group 
of boys and girls who like herself had worked all day in the 
field or barn, on a subject that would tax the mental energies 
of a keen-minded scholar. 

Soon she came out ready to leave - washed, combed, 
wearing a light coat over her black dress, her legs bare 
above short socks and sandals. 

‘Please stay with us a few days,’ she begged me, ‘to-morrow 
is my rest day and I am going to the big meadow two versts 
away to pick a mess of sorrel. Maybe you’d come along and 
we could talk some more.’ Turning to the teacher she con- 
tinued*: ‘This tovarisktsk has been telling me interesting things 
about America - how different their young people are from 
us, so unbelievably different.’ She bade me good-night and 
departed with the teacher. 

Early the next afternoon, Vera and I started for the 
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meadow. We turned from the highway into a footpath 
that cut across the immense rye field of the kolhoz- The 
stalks were so high that the ears of grain scratched our faces 
until the skin burned. When I complained of this, Vera 
laughingly chided me for being so sensitive to little things - 
so ‘unproletarianized,’ she teased. ‘You surely do need a 
revolution in America, if only to harden people like yon. 
And still you say that the middle class is stronger than the 
proletarian and will cut him to pieces if he rises. I don’t 
believe it. No, the proletarian must triumph.’ 

We walked on until we reached the meadow. Sorrel 
was abundant, and it did not take us long to fill the basket. 
Then we retired to the shade of a stately birch by the road- 
side. 

T told my audience last night,’ she began, ‘all that I 
learned from you about American girls, and some of the 
girls at the meeting were strong for having as many dresses 
and hats and shoes as the Americans. Bourgeois, aren’t they? 
And some of them actually admitted that they had four and 
five dresses and two pairs of shoes. Imagine that! Then we 
talked a lot about America, and decided that she isn’t as 
great a country as we supposed. In only one thing is she great 
-in tecknika.'^ But though she has the best machines in the 
world, culturally she is not far advanced.’ ^ 

‘And why do you say that?’ I questioned. 

‘Because no country can be far advanced culturally when 
its young people live for themselves and believe in God and 
go to church.’ 

A number of wagons passed us, loaded with logs and 
lumber which obviously had been parts of a building, 

‘Our teams,’ said Vera, hailing the drivers with a loud 
greeting. 

‘Where do they come from?’ I asked. 

^ Industrial development, 
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‘From some village where the property of koolacks has been 
liquidated. These are their houses and bams. The Soviet 
gave them to us.’ 

The words koolacks and ‘liquidated’ brought afresh to my 
mind the tragedy of the prosperous peasant in Russia. As 
I contemplated the teams plodding along this quiet road 
with the remains of households that \vere once astir with 
energy and sentiment and hope, I once more realized the 
terrible inhumanity of the Revolution in its treatment of 
real or supposed enemies. Where now were the men and 
women and children who once inhabited these houses now 
being carted off in fragments as casually as if they were but 
fallen trees from a forest? My face must have betrayed my 
feelings, for Vera inquired why I looked so concerned. 

‘It was terrible, wasn’t it," this liquidation of the koolacks?^ 
I replied. 

‘Terrible?’ she repeated without a trace of commiseration, 
‘Nothing of the sort!’ 

‘Think of throwing men and rvomen and children out of 
their homes, stripping them of all possessions and means of 
livelihood, and e.xiling them to some far arvay camp in the 
north or to some barren patch of land a\vay from their own 
village!’ 

‘You sound just like one of our own intelligents,’ she scoffed 
gently. ‘What do you suppose would happen to the Revolu- 
tion if we were all like that?’ 

‘But wasn’t it a cruel procedure?’ I persisted. 

‘Of course it was; but do you suppose it was a joy for us 
to go through the villages thro\ving people out of their homes 
and confiscating their possessions? We are not entirely 
bereft of feelings. One of my friends in our raikom told me 
that once while he was confiscating the possessions of a 
koolack a little girl of no more than three came up to him 
crying and begged, “Uncle dear, please leave us enough bread 
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so we won’t die of hunger.” He was so upset that he had to 
run out of the house to hide his tears. There now!’ 

‘Did he go back in and continue the liquidation?’ I 
asked. 

‘Of course he did. He had to. The koolack is the bourzkui 
in the village, and he has to go.’ Then, as if feeling the need 
of further justification of procedure unparalleled in history, 
she added, ‘It is either the kolhoz or the koolack. The two 
cannot live side by side. Don’t you see?’ She seemed grown 
up now, and formidable - a warrior in the firing line, sure 
and decisive and pitiless. 

We drifted into a discussion of marriage. 

‘Would you marry a bourzhui?^ I asked. 

She threw back her head and chortled. 

‘What a foolish question.’ 

‘Why is it foolish?’ 

‘Because we have no more bourzhuis, or won’t have, very 
soon.’ 

‘Supposing it was a foreign bourzkui that you fell in love 
with?’ I 

‘I am not so sure that I would let myself faU in love 
unless I could win him over to my views. I don’t like to 
quarrel, and with a bourzkui I should always have to.’ After 
a pause she added, ‘But of course, rich as he might be. I’d 
never let him support me; of that I am sure. I’d work for 
my own living, as every woman should.’ 

‘Do you believe in marriage?’ 

‘Marriage, hmmi’ There was a sneer in her tone. 

‘If you were married, would you want your marriage 
registered?’ I pursued. 

‘I should not care much whether it was or not.’ 

‘So you really don’t believe in marriage?’ 

‘I didn’t say I didn’t, and I didn’t say I did,’ she hedged, 
and after a reflective pause she added, ‘If you will promise 
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not to ask any more questions on this subject I will tell you 
what I believe.’ 

‘WeU?’ 

‘I believe in love.’ 

‘In free love?’ 

She stared at me uncomprehendingly. 

‘What sort of love is it if it isn’t free?’ she queried. ‘But it 
must be real love,’ she added after a pause. ‘Have you read 
the novel Natalya Tarpova? I am reading it now. Natalya, 
you know, is never satisfied wth the man she marries, so 
she flits along from husband to husband. In the end she 
marries an engineer, a non-Party man. Do you suppose I 
have any sympathy for such a woman? Of course not. She 
is as bad as a harlot. She is a harlot. She does not know 
what true love, what true companionship is. You read a 
lot about such women in bourgeois literature. I am also 
reading Anna Karenina.' 

‘Anna is not that kind of woman, is she?’ I ventured. 

‘No, but she is too overcome with sensuality; and do you 
know why? Because she is not economically independent 
and she has nothing in the world to live for excepting herself 
and, only incidentally, her son. Consequently she has only 
her own satisfactions and her own emotions to think about.’ 

Hearing her, so young, speak with such gravity and 
decisiveness on questions of so delicate and intricate a 
nature made her seem almost unreal, and for no known 
reason I laughed. 

‘Why do you laugh?’ she asked reproachfully. 

‘You know so much.’ 

‘No, I don’t.’ 

‘And you are so young.’ 

‘What difference does that make?’ she flared back with 
resentment. ‘In a revolution the younger you are the more 
you have to know.’ 
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An elderly Jew passed us. He carried a scythe on his 
shoulder, and seemed so absorbed in reflection that he did 
not notice us. When Vera greeted him with a loud shout, 
he waved his hand but did not stop. 

‘Recently,’ she said, ‘I had a row with him. A shrewd old 
fellow he is. Our Commissary of Agriculture has issued 
orders prohibiting the slaughter of calves unless a veterinary 
has condemned them as unfit for breeding. We have to do 
this in order to make up for the slaughter of stock last 
winter. One night this little man sneaked two calves into 
the .village and had them slaughtered by a Jewish shokhet. 
When I asked him why he had done it, he replied that he 
and several other Jews in the kolhoz wanted to have kosher 
meat. That was all right. Anybody who wants kosher meat is 
entitled to the privilege of getting it, if it is obtainable. 
But this, you see, was something altogetirer different, 
a violation of the discipline of the kolhoz and of the instruc- 
tions of the Commissary of Agriculture. That I could not 
overlook; so what do you suppose I did?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Well, I lectured the old fellow and then I took the meat 
and gave it away to the Gentiles of the kolhoz-^ 

‘Wasn’t that cruel?’ I asked. 

‘Cruel? Well, sometimes you have to be unkind. And 
what would you say to an incident like this? Once two 
Red soldiers stopped here and asked if they could buy two 
pounds of bread. They had been walking since morning 
and had about fifteen versts ahead of them before they got 
to camp. They were dusty and sweaty and hungry. I told 
them that we did not sell bread or anything else, but would 
give it to them, as much as they needed. I asked the man 
in charge of our food store to weigh out several pounds of 
bread for the soldiers. He gave them the bread, they offered 
him fifteen copecks, and he took the money. You have no 
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idea how furious I was. To take fifteen copecks for bread 
from Red soldiers, who, if an enemy invaded our land, would 
be ready to give their fives! At another time a similar thing 
happened. A Red soldier stopped and asked if he could have 
a bowl of cottage cheese, and the clerk in charge of the food 
store accepted ten copecks from him. Luckily I happened 
to be at hand, and ! directed him to retxurn the money 
to the soldier and deduct ten copecks firom my wages. You 
have no idea how deep-seated the trading instinct is in 
some people who have been engaged in business. They are 
all the time complaining that everything is a failure, and 
only because they caimot accumulate personal possessions. 
I don’t understand this craze for individual possessions. 
Supposing they had millions? They’d die; and then what? 
When I was in school I was allowed a monthly stipend, 
and most of the time I’d forget to collect it. Only when the 
dining-room clerk would threaten to bar me from the table 
; if I did not pay my bills, would I go after it.’ She paused 
and began to whistle a tune; and as I watched her, so decisive 
and so impassioned, she again seemed grown-up, remote, 
formidable. 

‘There is something else I must tell you,’ she began once 
more. ‘I am sure it will amuse you because it concerns you. 
This morning as we were in the barn, some of the men and 
women were talking about you. They thought you were a 
strange sort of person - an American, surely able to hire a 
horse and drive around these villages, and yet you walked. 
And do you know what they said? Don’t be hurt now. They 
said that you must be too stingy to pay for a horse — that’s 
why you walked; and they thought you were foolish to use 
up your strength and wear out your shoes. Isn’t that 
-amusing? But in the old days middle-class Jews had such a 
dislike and disrespect for physical effort that they seemed 
to regard even walking as a disgrace. You have no idea 
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how difficult it is to root out the old notions from the 
minds of some of these people.’ 

‘I suppose,’ I queried, ‘you often have to argue with 
them?’ 

‘Radier,’ she answered. ‘The other evening we had a 
meeting to decide whether we were to build a hen-house or a 
pigsty. I ^vas tlie only one for the pigsty. Our Commissary 
of Agriculture is urging us constantly to concentrate on pig 
raising in order to lessen tlie meat shortage, and ^ve can do it 
with pigs faster than with any other animals. The others 
were strong for the hen-house on tlie ground that hens needed 
' good care and pigs could thrive anywhere. Even the 
muzhiks, who have all their lives been raising pigs, gave this 
argument. They laughed at me when I told them that a pig 
is a veiy tender animal and must have a clean place to live 
in; otherrvise it easily succumbs to illness and dies. For 
hours and hours I argued \vith them until at last they agreed 
that I was right. Now we are building quarters for two 
hundred sows.’ 

‘And what about the relationship between the Jet vs and 
the Gentiles?’ I asked. 

‘Oh, that isn’t a serious problem. They are getting more 
or less accustomed to one anotlier. Of course, once in a 
while old feelings of anti-semitism do crop out, but we are 
fighting it. Something happened the other day which may 
interest you. We received a supply of textiles for our mem- 
bers, and of course we all turned out to get our share. One 
peasant woman who had just joined the kolkoz was displeased 
with tlie ration allotted to her and scolded the clerk in our 
little shop, telling him that the only reason she was not 
receiving more was because she was not Jewish. I was so 
furious tliat I almost cried. And you should have heard me 
talk to her! Of course, I’d have been just as indignant if it 
had been a Jewish woman who spoke with contempt of a 
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Gentile. It is so stupid, this racial prejudice on the part of 
people who, for their own good, ought to be comradely 
with one another. I can understand a class struggle which is 
rooted in exploitation; but racial conflicts are only the work 
of the bourgeoisie, who stop at nothing to keep the proletarian 
masses divided and dark.’ 

‘I suppose,’ I asked, shifting the conversation to another 
subject, ‘that you have learned to shoot?’ 

‘I wouldn’t be much of a Komsomolka if I hadn’t.’ 

‘Would you go to the front in time of war?’ 

‘Would I? They couldn’t keep me from going.’ 

‘And would you fight?’ 

‘Of course I would.’ 

‘.With bayonet?’ 

‘With anything.’ 

‘What a brave girl!’ I remarked. 

‘Brave nothing.’ 

‘But you are a woman, and so young.’ 

She frowned. ‘What difference should that make?’ she 
asked. ‘Why should only men do all the fighting?’ 

‘Because,’ I replied tritely, ‘they are men.’ 

‘Nu, more bourgeois sentimentality.’ 

‘But men,’ I insisted, ‘have always done the fighting.’ 

‘Always!’ she hurled back with exasperation, ‘How I hate 
the word! The very aim of our revolution is to smaish this 
“always,” this going back to the past for guidance and 
wisdom.’ 

‘Still,’ I persisted, ‘men are stronger than women.’ 

‘And what if they are? It is not strength alone that 
counts in war, is it? And besides, women can stand a lot. 
I have been out on campaigns in villages with girls and with 
boys, and I did not see that the boys endured hardships 
any better than the girls. The idea of men being fitted for 
this and women being fitted for that is bourgeois rubbish.’ 
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‘But bayonet fighting,’ I pursued, ‘think what it means.* 
‘All fighting is terrible,’ she replied, ‘but if the bourzhuis 
attack us, will they spare our women? Supposing a bourzkui 
army came to this place and discovered that I was a Korn- 
somolka, would they keep their hands off me just because 
I am a girl? You cannot make me believe that. So why 
shouldn’t we women fight and use bayonets if necessary to 
keep the bourzhuis out of here?’ 

There was no bravado in her words, only conviction 
and determination; and this time her very youthfulness 
added to her stature. One could not doubt that she would 
be as good as her word, and that if need arose she would 
shoulder a gun and wield a bayonet and kill or be killed 
in the same high spirit of martyrdom and exaltation with 
which men in an earlier age killed and died, not for their 
country, not even for their homes, but for their God. . . . 

I was making copious notes of our conversation. She 
leaned over to watch me write, and said: 

‘Are you putting down everything I am saying?’ 

‘I am trying to.’ 

‘Be sure that you don’t misquote me,’ she warned, with 
a sudden coquettishness. 

I promised that I wouldn’t. 



CHAPTER XVII 


GIPSY ROSA 

In the course of my wanderings about my native countryside 
I strayed one afternoon into a far-away village on the 
edge of a forest, and on being told by the peasants there 
that a Gipsy colony had settled only a short distance away, 
I set out to visit it. I had no sooner emerged from the 
forest into the clearing in full view of the tents than a pack 
of dogs, barking fiercely, hurled themselves toward me. 
Behind them a pack of wildly shouting children also scurried 
forward. Someone called the dogs back, but the children 
raced on until they gathered about me - hideous-looking 
children, unwashed, unbarbered, almost unclad, with 
eruptions on legs and faces, and with red, swollen eyes. 
Yet they were the soul of hilarity. They pushed, crowded, 
shouted with abandon. 

‘A copeck, uncle, for bread!’ 

‘A copeck, uncle, for sugar!’ 

‘A copeck, uncle, for cigarettes!’ 

I shook my head and told them that I had no money. 
But rebuffs mean nothing to a Gipsy. I doled out a handful 
of small coins, but still they clamoured. Luckily, as we drew 
near the camp, a bearded old man with a huge whip 
shouted at them and they dispersed instantly like chickens 
pursued by a dog. The old man greeted me affably, but 
I had hardly time to respond before another army of 
beggars swarmed round me, fortune-tellers, all women, 
many with babies in their arms or strapped to their breasts, 
and all talking at once. I walked on, protesting that I never 
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had my fortune told. But they were determined to tell 
it in spite of me. One woman, old and gaunt, with sunken 
chest, hollow eyes and a red kerchief draped round her 
head, the image of the hag that figures so prominently in 
peasant folk-tales of the region, trailed close behind me, 
tugging at my sleeve with her bony fingers. 

‘There is sorrow in your face,’ she chattered away dole- 
fully, ‘a great sadness in your eyes. An evil man is on your 
trail, an evil woman is in your path, a great misfortune is 
in store for you, if — ’ She halted, smiled maliciously and 
putting a finger to her nose as if in threat, added: ‘I can 
rescue you with my cards. I have rescued hundreds like ■ 
you, and to their dying day they blessed me and prayed 
for me.’ My resistance was fast ebbing, and she hastened, 
to take advantage of my weakness. Swiftly she drew a 
pack of greasy cards from the ragged folds at her breast, 
shuffled them lightly and, picking them over one by one, ^ 
proceeded to enlighten me as to my destiny. When she ^ 
had finished, I gave her a half-rouble. She thanked me with 
a courteous bow, yet chided me for being niggardly. 

Meanwhile the other women clustered about me and 
offered to tell my fortune all over again. I shook my head 
and marched on, but they followed along. I protested that 
I had no more money, but to no avail. I passed round ' 
cigarettes, but no sooner did they light these or tuck them 
away in their bosoms than they continued their pursuit. 

I do not know what would have happened if nature had not 
intervened. Fortunately a storm blew up, sudden and fierce. 
Thunder rocked the earth, and sheets of rain lashed violently 
against the tents. The women hastened to get under cover. 
So did I. 

I dashed into a tent near, extended over a huge wagon. ^ 
A dog chained to the hind wheel howled with fright as 
thunderclap followed thunderclap. Nearby, ori a blanket 
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spread over the ground, a handsome youth lay smoking a 
cigarette. He invited me to share the blanket with him. 
His interest in me quickened when he learned that I was 
from America. There were so many things he had always 
wanted to know about this far-away gold-swept America! 
‘Tell me,’ he asked earnestly, ‘do handsome fellows get big 
dowries there?’- 

I answered that to the best of my knowledge the in- 
stitution of dowry did not exist in America. He stared at 
me with suspicion, as if unable to believe my words. Ah, 
and he had thought that Americans were such a cultured 
people! What, then, did they do with all the money they 
had? A strange land ! In a burst of confidence he informed 
me that he had just passed his twentieth birthday, and 
brides were already ofiering themselves to him - lots of 
brides, from all kinds of colonies. But he would bide his 
time. He would wait for the highest bidder - never would 
he marry a girl, however pretty she might be, unless she 
was ready to present him with at least a horse, a wagon 
and a dog. 

In the midst of our discussion of these matters, a voice 
somewhere above me called out: ‘Are you perchance a 
doctor. Stranger?’ 

‘My father,’ explained the youth. I looked up and saw 
the head of an old man protruding from the top of the 
wagon, out of a pack of feather bedding. 

‘I’m terribly sick,’ he moaned. ‘My teeth ache, oh, how 
dreadfully! I keep putting snuff inside, and it bums, but 
it doesn’t kill the pain.’ He was a big man, with a bushy 
beard spreading like a mask over his face. He sat up in 
the wagon, holding his swollen cheeks in his hands and 
wailing. ‘I cannot eat, I cannot sleep, I cannot sit and 
cannot lie down - O Lord, what affliction!’ 

The dog, which had been leaping about excitedly, 
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suddenly broke loose from its chain and dashed out of the 
tent. The youth raised the tent flap and called to the 
animal; then, when it refused to come, he ran out after it. 
Taking advantage of his son’s exit, the old man, with a 
secretive gesture, beckoned me to come close. ‘Tell me,’ he 
whispered, ‘are there doctors in America that can make 
an old man young again?’ He had heard, he said, that 
there were such doctors in Russia, and that for ten roubles 
they would perform an operation which would make one 
younger by ten years. But he did not trust Russian doctors. 

It was terrible to be old; life was so joyless. He was seventy- 
five, and ah, how he would love to go back to forty-five - 
the best age of life, when one is neither wise nor foolish, 
neither hard nor soft, neither over-hungry for pleasure 
nor oversated with it, neither too much aflame nor too much 
congealed. 

The rain had subsided, and the sun shone again. News 
that an American visitor was in the camp had spread | 
rapidly, and Gipsies from other tents, men for the most 
part, came over to visit. They were as full of curiosity as 
were the peasants, and, like them, eager to unload their 
woes. Times were hard, they told me, and the Soviet 
authorities were showing no disposition to make them easier, 
were in fact constantly making things harder. They were 
driving the Gipsies from field and forest, and harassing 
them in the market places with fees and fines. Their in- 
comes were shrinking from day to day, while prices were 
swelling. It was hard to earn bread. 

‘What about settling on the land, like the Jews?’ I sug- 
gested. 

‘Ah,’ replied one of them, a cross-eyed man with a 
formidable moustache like that of a Cossack, trailing down - 
his massive chin, ‘a muzhik has his land, and a Gipsy his 
horse. Do you understand? Our horse is our land, our 
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bread-box, our treasure. We are not trained to till the land, 
and we are not as clever as Jews; we cannot change so 
easily.’ 

‘My father,’ broke in another man, ‘once tamed a wolf. 
He fed it on milk and meat, fondled it, played with it, 
made it his pet. But one day it got loose from its chain 
and dashed away into the woods. It never came back. 
We are like that. Try as hard as you please to domesticate 
us, the first chance we get we run off to the woods. It is in 
our blood, stranger.’ 

‘■Every bird picks up its food with its own beak,’ said 
another. ‘You cannot graft a hen’s beak on a dove or a 
heron’s on a goose, or a duck’s on an eagle. A Gipsy has 
his own beak, and no other will fit him.’ 

‘Right, right,’ several voices assented in unison. 

‘The Soviets are never satisfied,’ one of them went on. 
‘Taxes we pay like others, more than others. We join the 
army. We even register our horses, and in time of war we 
shall have to let them go at whatever price the government 
sees fit to offer us. Everything we do as commanded, and 
yet they- will not let us alone. They are hounding us con- 
stantly. Only to-day a man came and told us we should 
have to clear out of here. The place is government property, 
he said, and no one is allowed to make use of it. We pleaded 
with him, yet he left without giving us assurance that we 
could stay. What shall we do? They want us to be like 
other people, but how can we? We are Gipsies; our blood 
is not like theirs. We are wanderers, horse- traders — good 
for nothing else. Tied down, we would be worse than a 
bird in a cage. 

‘In the old days when times were bad for us in the market 
place, when peasants had no money and would neither 
buy nor trade horses, then our women would work harder 
than ever. They could always get plenty of business, for 
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the Russians had more faith in them than in other fortune- 
tellers. But now do you know what has happened? People 
have no faith - they are infidels. Even muzJdks no longer 
believe in God nor in fortune-telling. Our women can earn 
nothing.’ 

‘How is it in America?’ someone asked. ‘Do people there 
believe in fortune-telling?’ 

‘Some do,’ I responded. 

‘And is there a Soviet government in America, too?’ ^ 

‘No.’ 

‘No? Ah!’ They seemed puzzled and surprised. 

‘We thought,’ remarked the man with the moustache, 
‘that the whole world had already gone Soviet.’ 

‘So horse-trading is free in America?’ 

‘Free.’ 

‘And is wandering permitted also?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘A Gipsy can buy in the stores as cheaply as anybody else? 
Everything - sugar, tea, leather, clothing?’ 

‘Certainly.’ 

‘How can you get to America? Is it beyond Bess- 
arabia?’ 

‘You go to America by water,’ I explained. 

‘Water? So!’ 

‘Yes, by water!’ exclaimed the youth mth whom I had 
been talking during the storm. ‘Lots of water, big water, 
the ocean, bigger than the Volga. Is it not true, American?’ 
He turned to me. I nodded. 

The old man broke in plaintively. 

‘Couldn’t we go in the wagon?’ he asked. ‘Are there no 
bridges? Our horse is strong. He can take us far.’ 

‘How could there be bridges?’ the young man said 
scornfully. ‘Of course we couldn’t go in the wagon, we 
would have to go in boats.’ 
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‘Then you are right, we can’t go/ the old man sighed, 
and sank into a thoughtful silence. 

‘Of course we can’t,’ the young man continued. ‘It takes 
lots of money! And that is something we have not got. 
So we have to stay here.’ He jingled the few coins in his 
pocket as if to demonstrate their scarcity, while the old man 
shook his head sorrowfully. 

‘If there was only a way out — something we could do to 
placate these stubborn Soviets!’ The old man spoke again 
with a distinct note of despair. ‘In the old days some high 
official or rich landlord would take a fancy to one of our 
girls, and through him we could obtain favours. We want 
to keep our race pure. Gipsies are for Gipsies. But still, 
we would make an exception, if we could get some good 
out of it for the tribe. We would even agree to let one of 
our girls become the wife of^ a Soviet official if he would use 
his influence to make life easier for us. Do you know of 
such an official in Moscow, a big man, with power to set 
laws aside?’ 

‘There is no use talking,’ drawled the young man, ‘we 
are lost. We are like a beast in a trap.’ 

‘We are, we are,’ voices repeated in doleful refrain. 

This despair of the Gipsies is by no means limited to the 
groups I have described. Travel from one end of the Soviet 
Union to the other — in Asia and in Europe — and wherever 
Gipsies gather, you can hear them voice their dark fore- 
bodings. And well they may. This fierce Russian Revolu- 
tion, which, like a war tank, moves ever onward, flattening 
out everything in its path, this , Revolution which had 
shattered the foundation of religion, of private property, 
of the modem family, which is daily turning to hilarious 
sport our western conceptions of success and social achieve- 
ment, is at last reaching out for the Gipsy. In all respects 
he is a symbol of a mode of life - of private trade^ fortune- 
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telling, vagabondage, economic parasitism and, above all, 
absence of social responsibility - which the Revolution is ^ 
seeking to destroy. Of course, he is fighting- back with all 
the slyness and subtlety which centuries of vagabondage 
and evasion of law have inculcated in him. He has done so 
in the past in many lands, and has never yet been defeated. 
But never before has he faced so formidable an array of forces. 

With all his loathing of certainty, security, monotony, 
the Gipsy cannot ignore the need of physical self-preserva- 
tion, and under the Soviets it is growing increasingly 
difficult for him to eke out a livelihood through his customary 
occupations. The attack on private property has not only 
cut deep into his chief source of income - horse-trading- 
but has made people intolerant of idlers and of anyone 
who derives a hvelihood from so-called non-productive 
activities. Peasants were never before so vindictive with 
Gipsy malefactors, real or imaginary, as they now are. 
Recently a Gipsy colony stopped for the night near a village 
on the outskirts of Moscow. The peasants ordered them 
off the land, and when the Gipsies refused to go, a battle 
ensued, with both parties using whips, sticks and knives 
freely. A squad of Moscow police had to be summoned to 
quell the conflict. In another place, also near Moscow, a 
Gipsy and his wife were accused of stealing a horse. They 
were lynched by a mob of local peasants, and their bodies 
burned. In another village in the south three horses had 
disappeared. Suspicion fell on a Gipsy colony that was 
camping in the vicinity. In the resulting clash between 
Gipsies and peasants, three Gipsies were murdered. Fre- 
quently the newspapers carry stories of peasant outbreaks 
against Gipsies. Indeed, the central government is often 
besieged with petitions from all over the country begging - 
it to do something to keep, the Gipsy off the highways and 
byways of the country. 
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Efforts are now being made to draw the Gipsies into so- 
called useful pursuits, chiefly into industry and into farming. 
The kolhoz movement has reached them, just as it has the 
Jews, and is upsetting their ancient ways no less implacably 
than those of the Jews. And though only a small 
number of Gipsy youths have been fired with zeal for social 
crusading among their people, yet there are among them 
individuals who in earnestness of purpose and in devotion 
to duty can hold their own with the most ardent revolu- 
tionaries in the land of the Soviets. Certainly Rosa can. 

I met Rosa in a roundabout way, not in my native 
countryside but in Moscow. My interest in Gipsies, especially 
in the efforts to colonize them on collective farms, led me to the 
discovery of a Gipsy club in Moscow. Located on the ground 
floor of a fine building in a remote part of the city, it is little 
known to people outside the Gipsy colony. There on 
Monday evenings the members foregather for entertainment 
■ and social diversion, which in the Gipsy definition mean 
chiefly singing and dancing.* The choir of this club, the 
best of its type in Russia, is made up solely of Gipsies, 
without that admixture of portly Russian ex-baronesses and 
former princesses who bulk so large in most Gipsy choirs, 
whether in Moscow or in New York. This choir is a tribal 
^ institution, and, like all such choirs, sings to the accompani- 
ment of a guitar; but it sings as no other choir I have ever 
heard. Most of the songs begin in a soft drawling monotone, 
more like a moan or a wail than like a tune; it flows on and 
on, seemingly without end and without purpose, lulling 
the listener, soothing his emotions rather than stirring them. 
It is as if the singers were too crushed to assert themselves, 
and preferred to edge away into the background, into the 
twilight. Of a sudden there is a pause, so brief that one is 

♦ In recent months Gipsy music and dancing have been prohibited in 
Moscow, 
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hardly aNvai'c of it; and tlren tlie tempo changes, die pace 
quickens, heads sway, bodies rock, eyes glow, faces flame, 
voices swell higher and higher, gayer and gayer until a 
whirlpool of passion fills the air and carries one away into 
a vision of something extraordinarily barbaric and irresis- 
tibly alive. The song may be only about a horse, a fair, a 
forest, a stream, a starry night on tiie steppe, a frustrated 
love, a fulfilled love, but there is always tiiis climax of 
riotous gaiety or riotous sorrow, tiiis explosion into thun- 
derous rapture. 

On and on tiie choir sings ivith joy, madness, fury; and 
then from behind the scenes or fi'om the choir itself, a raven- 
haired man dashes out ivaving a ivhite handkerchief, and 
flashes into a Gipsy pliaska."^ Soon a woman joins him. 
Round and round tiiey ivliirl, smiling, beckoning, calling 
out to one another and to the audience. The singers, as if 
surcharged with fresh energy, sing ivitii increased passion 
and accompany tiie singing with violent clapping of their 
hands. The dancers respond to the mood of heightened 
fervour. They hop, jig, stamp tiie floor ivith their feet, 
scream with ecstasy, tiie ivoman constantly luring and 
eluding tiie man, he as if aflame with triumph or desire 
leaping into tiie air, ivhfrling round and round, violently 
slapping his hands against his boots, his hips, his breast. 
Then, witii an explosive shout and gesture, both halt. 
The dance is at an end, and the visitor ivonders whether 
what he has just witnessed was actuality or illusion. 

One evening tiie master of ceremonies introduced a 
special dancer from a camp on tiie outskirts of Moscow. 
He was a young man, ivitii light-brown hair that fell in 
waves over his forehead and ears, and an affectation of 
eccentricity so exU-eme as to make him appear absurd. 
\Vlien he appeared on the stage a titter ran through the 

• Hop. 
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hall. Then the guitar twanged and he glided easily, grace- 
fully into the dance, his face stiff, his eyes wide open. Up 
and around he glided, rousing at first little interest and no 
enthusiasm. Of a sudden he cried out and began to whirl, 

* slowly at first, then faster and faster, slapping his legs, his 
thighs, his breast, his arms; 'and now and then with a violent 
bang, the flpor. The crowd sat breathless with excitement, 
and when he finished a volcanic burst of shouts and hand- 
clapping shook the auditorium. 

In the midst of the applause I felt someone’s hand on 
my shoulder. I turned, and before me stood the director 
of the club, with a girl. He introduced her as the Rosa of 
whom he had often spoken to me. We all sat down together, 
and when the entertainment was over and the auditorium 
cleared, a small group, principally Gipsy leaders, remained 
to converse with Rosa. She was only nineteen years of age, 
a tall fair-skinned girl, with black hair, brilliant eyes, 
^ perfect teeth and a radiant disposition. Even among the 
women of her own people, noted for their beauty and viva- 
city, she would have attracted instant attention. Her eyes 
sparkled as she talked and her voice vibrated with a rich 
resonance. 

Rosa came from the city of Smolensk. Her father had 
setded down before she was born, so she had never developed 
the passion for wandering that possessed her people. The 
Revolution had caught her imagination when she was still 
too young to appreciate its significance, and she thrilled 
to the adventure it offered. She attended its schools and 
mass meetings, read its books, hstened to its lectures, and 
was moved to join in its work. She saw her own people - 
vagabonds, despised, uncared for - out of tune with the 
new ideas and new purposes, their future dark and un- 
certain. She resolved to work among them. With funds 
which she managed to squeeze out of various Soviet organi- 
se 
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zations she opened an ice-cream factory to provide work for 
Gipsies. The plant waited, but labourers would not come. 
Her people refused to accept the jobs which Rosa offered 
them. They would not work indoors. Finally her father 
came to her rescue. He dropped his own work as a sausage- 
maker and, with the help of some friends, began to operate 
the ice-cream factory. Gradually other Gipsies were 
persuaded to work there, and the factory became an out- 
standing success. Rosa then opened a sausage shop, and that 
too was successful. She planned a modern dressmaking 
establishment, to be operated entirely by Gipsies, and 
undertook the stupendous task of teaching Gipsy girls 
to sew. 

But the land claimed her at last. Out she sallied into 
camp after camp, spreading among the men and women 
the idea of becoming farmers instead of social outcasts, 
despised everywhere by everybody. Times were hard, 
Gipsies were discouraged, and some of them yielded to 
Rosa’s persuasion. She organized one collecdve farm, then 
another, a third, fourth, fifth, sixth, seventh, and, wonder 
of wonders, so far not one had collapsed! 

Rosa did not neglect the young people. She argued 
some of the parents into consenting to send their children 
to school, provided tuition would be free. Rosa assured 
them it would be. Now she had pupils, but no schoolhouse. 
After a lengthy search she found a vacant hut just outside 
Smolensk. She scrubbed it clean, fitted it with benches 
and tables, and called it a schoolhouse. She had no books, 
insufficient paper, few pencils and very little else in the way 
of school supplies, but she opened school anyway. Then 
someone spread the rumour that schools for Gipsies were 
only a fresh trick of the Soviets to gain possession of horses 
and other Gipsy property; the Soviets might promise to 
waive the tuition-fee, but then agents would come and 

313 



GIPSY ROSA 


demand it somehow, and in case of default would confiscate 
everything the parents of school children possessed - were 
not Soviet agents confiscating property in all the villages? 

Rosa was furious. What right had anybody to doubt 
her word or her integrity? Had she ever cheated or tricked 
anyone? It was true that Soviet agents were confiscating 
property of peasants - but of what peasants? Of those who 
were hiding their grain or fighting collective farming or 
assaulting Soviet workers or damaging schoolhouses. But 
Gipsies, if they were law-abiding, had nothing to fear, Rosa 
assured them. After several stormy sessions she won her 
people over and proceeded to hold classes in her schoolhouse 
without further interruptions. 

When I saw her she was in Moscow, trying to obtain 
from the central government increased appropriations for 
education and other cultural and social work among the 
Gipsies. She glowed with enthusiasm as she spoke to me 
of her work, her adventures, her plans for the future. She 
seemed the symbol of triumphant mankind, freed from 
doubt and terror. Then she told me the story of an ex- 
perience of hers. 

A colony of Gipsies - several hundred tents - had opened 
camp near Smolensk. Knowing many of the group, she 
went out to spend a night with them. In the evening the 
young people gathered before open fires - played the 
guitar, sang, danced and made merry until late in the night. 
The memory of the music and dancing were hke wine to 
Rosa. Her eyes sparkled and her voice rose with excitement 
as she went on. ‘It was so good to be alive, to feel one’s 
blood heated up, one’s very soul afire. I shall never forget 
that evening. I felt so magnificently happy. Long after 
everyone had gone to sleep I still lay awake thinking - oh, 
of everything, and principally of the beauty of all life and 
all nature. 
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‘Of a sudden I felt panicky. All my happiness went dead 
and I was plunged in gloom. I asked myself what right 
did tlie Soviet government or I myself have to interfere 
wtli this superb happiness of my people? What if these 
people were poor and ragged and unwashed? What did 
it matter if they had no future? There was joy in their 
lives which they would lose if they changed. Was it not 
wisdom, after all, which for hundreds of years had made 
them resist so sti'enuously all efforts to modernize them? 
They were only seeking that which %ve all %vant - happiness. 
Could tliey ever find, in a settled life, the satisfaction they 
knew as vagabonds? I ^vas distracted and felt like a criminal 
who had come to steal their greatest treasure. For a time 
I was sick at heart and hated myself. What could I give 
tliem in exchange for this ^vitcher^% this beauty spread out 
beneatli the moon and the stars, the trees and the grass? 
With my o^vn hand I \vas helping to destroy it. I ^vas sorry 
at the moment that I myself had not cultivated a love of 
vagabondage and ^von tlie romance, tlie peace, the excite- 
ment which my people knew.’ 

As if to collect her thoughts, she paused, but not for long. 
Lifting her face and smiling %vith good-humoured amuse- 
ment, she continued: ‘But it was only a passing mood, 
I assure you, a fancy born of weak-heartedness. I came 
to earth quickly enough. I ^vas too good a revolutionary 
to allo^v myself to be affected for long by sentimental 
misgivings. I realized of course tlaat these Gipsies might 
have joy, but sorrow they could not escape. Theirs was after 
all a dreadful life - tliey were so helpless, so desolate, so 
filthy. They lived like dogs, really, in flower-filled fields 
under star-dotted skies witliout seeing or understanding tlie 
beauty of the ivorld around tliem. Ignorance and poverty 
were their daily companions. Risk and uncertainty were 
their evei7day lot. No, I thought, tliere was no hope for 
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them in vagabondage - no salvation in their resistance to 
science and knowledge. Deliverance, I felt convinced, 
could come only through enlightenment, through pro- 
ductive work, through becoming part of this great society 
of labouring citizens that we are building in Russia. My 
task then was clear - to help civilize and modernize these 
external wanderers, to bring them in touch with all the 
advanced thought of the world, so that they could enjoy 
all the fruits of this thought. Don’t you think I was right?’ 



CHAPTER XVIU 


THE FAREWELL VISIT 

By the end of August, after a summer’s wandering over 
collective farms in various parts of the land, I went back 
to the old village and I had no more than arrived there 
when rains set in. Day and night it rained, now in caressing 
drizzles and now in stinging showers. The peasants sulked 
and cursed. Some of them had not yet drawn in all their 
oats and others feared the wetness would rot potatoes and 
they shuddered at the thought of facing the winter without 
their kartoshka.* 

One morning the sun came out bright and warm and 
the village breathed in relief and made ready to rush to 
the fields. But towards noon, heavy clouds swept the skies, 
a cold wind tore through the air and with thunder and 
lightning for accompaniment, a shower crashed down. 
It grew so cold that people donned their wooUen svitkas.\ 
It got so wet that older folk complained of pains and aches. 
The street had turned into a river of mud, so deep at the upper 
end that sheep had to be carried across. In the hollows 
wagons sank to the hubs and walking had become an art 
and a science, or perhaps only an exercise in acrobatics. 
With no sidewalks, no pavements, not even the customary 
piles of brush to fill up the worst holes, one had to pick his 
way with caution, step by step, as in a swamp, when 
jumping from bog to bog. In places, unless one was bare- 
footed or in heavy boots, one could make his way across by 
climbing monkey-like over the fences. 

• Potatoes. t Cloaks. ' 
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With the autumn weather descending prematurely, the 
village was as if in dreariness. The endless grey skies and 
the endless black mud had blotted out all colgur and all 
brightness. The very air seemed as if choked with gloom, 
which spoiled the mood of the people. They moved about 
with little verve. Even the young folk were without their 
wonted animation. The dogs likewise had drooped in spirit, 
and did not leap after passers-by with their customary 
ferocity but were content to show their ill-temper with a 
whine or growl. Never before, in all my visits to the old 
village, had I been so profoundly aware of its dullness and 
desolation and its remoteness from the comfort and ex- 
hilaration of the outside world. 

Question after question pounded at my mind. Why hadn’t 
these muzhiks laid out sidewalks, if only of boards or logs 
or piles of brush? Why hadn’t they paved their yards? 
Why hadn’t they put foot-scrapers on their doorsteps, so 
^ that on entering the house, people could remove the layers 
of mud from their boots or their bare feet? Why hadn’t 
they cobbled the streets? Poverty was no explanation and 
hardly an excuse. If they had joined hands they could, 
with little ado, rid themselves of this mud and the ugliness 
and discomfort that it invited. Why hadn’t they done so? 
Why, even in matters of desperate importance, were their 
powers of initiative so stunted? Why were even so-called 
koolacks content to follow the custom and the routine of 
their ancestors? Why the inertia, or laziness, or stupidity, 
or whatever you chose to call it? 

The answer, however, became obvious when I thought 
of the peasant’s past, of the ages and ages of isolation and 
monotony in which he lived and of his dark subservience to 
a mediaeval-minded gentry. Gut off from contact with the 
outside world, there was nothing in his life, save the little 
stimulus that the zemstvos provided, to light up his imagina- 
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tion and set ablaze his creative impulses. With mud and 
toil and filth and ignorance for daily and life-long companions, 
his chief means of escape from himself and from the world 
was vodka, and what a terrible guzzler of this fiery liquid 
he had become. 

Depressing as was the village in this inclement weather, 
it was not without a fund of fresh news and gossip. On my 
arrival peasant after peasant hastened to give accounts of 
the events that had taken place in the months of my absence. 
At the co-operative there was still a shortage of tobacco, 
textiles and nails, but kerosene was more abundant and so 
was soap and more ample than ever was the supply of 
cosmetics, including rouge. The most exciting event that 
had happened since my last visit was the installation of a 
radio at the kolhoz headquarters. A trade union of shop 
clerks in the nearest city which had taken up a s/iefstvo* of 
the kolhoz, had offered sixty-five roubles towards the pur- 
chase of the radio and the kolhoz made up the balance. 
Unfortunately, nobody in the kolhoz or in the village under- 
stood the mechanics of the radio and whenever anything 
went wrong, which happened often, they had to send for 
a repair man, five miles away. Still when it functioned well 
they could tune in to Moscow and other cities, and in time 
they hoped to be able to connect with foreign countries. 
With a gush of pride nearly everybody in the village asked 
me to be sure and see the radio and tell them how it com- 
pared with radios in America. Even individualists were 
anticipating a more cheerful winter because of the diversion 
the radio would furnish. 

Something else that was new had come to the village - 
underwear. Handkerchiefs, collars, ties, cosmetics, which 
were utterly unknown in my boyhood days, had already - 
become familiar, and now underwear had made its appear- 

• Patronage, 
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ance. The first consignment consisted of one pair of drawers 
and the whole village turned out to buy them. A woman 
was the fir^t person in the queue and so she got the drawers. 
She tried them on and decided that she didn’t care for them, 
so she ripped them up and made herself a blouse. That, 
however, did not allay the interest of the people in the new 
garment. Several consignments of complete suits of underwear 
had come to the local co-operative, and no sooner would 
the news of their arrival spread than crowds would come 
to buy them. The village was becoming underwear conscious . 

The kolhoZy however, was still the chief topic of discussion. 
No end of tales did individualists have to narrate of the 
disorder and mismanagement that prevailed there. Once 
a group of men had gone to the swamp some forty versts 
away to cut hay. After several days’ work they returned, 
their job barely begun. The chairman was delirious with 
exasperation. What would happen with the new drove of 
cattle coming in autumn if the swamp hay remained uncut? 
He denounced and cursed his lackadaisical colleagues and 
pleaded with them to go back and finish the haying, but 
they stubbornly refused. In desperation he picked out one 
of the fattest bull calves on the kolhoz, and disregarding the 
order of the Commissary of Agriculture to slaughter no 
stock that was fit for breeding, he butchered it and' offered 
all the meat to the striking men. That broke their resistance 
and they returned to their jobs. What sort of system was 
it, demanded the individualists with malicious joy, if the 
chairman had to bribe his own associates to keep them at 
their work? Why didn’t the individualists need a bribe 
to attend to their tasks? What would happen to the in- 
dividualists if they loafed, like members of the kolhoz, who, 
often enough, in the heat of harvesting, with a bumper 
crop of rye on their hands, would stretch out in the field 
and go to sleep? 
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Indeed, \vhat would have happened to the kolhoz rye if 
the individualists hadn’t come to the rescue? Of course, 
the kolhoz paid them well for their work - allotted to them 
pieces of meado^v which they were only too happy to have. 
Yet the fact remained that so many of the people on the 
kolhoz ^vere like overfed pigs, and \vhen they got out into 
the field, they searched for shady nooks, and lay down to 
rest. Why was it so, cried the individualists, and Avhy had 
the kolhoz people allowed their garden to choke with weeds? 
And why, when the administration of the kolhoz, in an effort 
to combat lassitude, had adopted piece work, did the official 
who divided the grain acreage into units, attempt to cheat 
some of his own associates? The group ^vith ^vhich his ^vife 
was to work was assigned plots ^vhich were smaller in 
area than the others, and when the women in the other 
groups, suspecting chicanery, checked these measurements 
\vdth their o\vn belts, they %vere, naturally enough, scan- 
dalized. Why, demanded the individualists, should there 
be such disorders and deceptions in the kolhoz, and what 
would happen if these continued? 

Once more, tire kolhoz officials invited me for a conference 
so that I could hear their side of the story. Frankly enough, 
they admitted the charge of disorder and mismanagement 
and internal dissentions. Some of the members just wouldn’t 
fit into the new scheme of tilings - some but not all. Others 
there were, who had the good of the kolhoz at heart and 
toiled away with energy and devotion. Was it of no signi- 
ficance that as old a woman as Ulyana, growing nigh to 
seventy, was an outstanding champion of the kolhoz and 
had, on several occasions, publicly declared that if she ivas 
offered tlie finest individual allotment she would never 
return to individual farming, and that if all the peasants 
would join in and work honestly they would reap rewards, 
which, as individualists, they could never hope to enjoy? 
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Ahj if Ulyana were only younger or if there were more 
like her! Again and again, after work hours, she would go 
round the bams and see that the horses were properly 
fed and watered and sheltered. Whenever she found any 
irregularity, she immediately set about to remove it and 
searching out the man in charge of the stables, she chided 
him for his laxity with such vigour and eloquence that he 
felt ashamed and crushed. There was a woman with a real 
social spirit, though she was so old and had never learned 
to read or to write. Was not Ulyana a living proof of the 
fact that there was something big in the kolhoz idea, which 
was getting into the very blood of people? 

However, this was the first year of the kolhoz and I must 
always remember that all the members, from the chairman 
down to the herdsman, were only muzhiks, without cvdture, 
without experience in the operation of large enterprises, 
and, save for agricultural advice, they were not receiving 
the outside aid they needed. When the kolhoz first -was 
started, one of their members, a Komsomletz, twenty years 
old, with a talent for organization, gave promise of becoming 
the leader they required. Then the raikom, on discovering 
his organizing abilities, transferred him to another kolhoz, 
which was made up of boys and girls from seventeen to 
twenty. They were not to blame, were they, if the Soviets 
didn’t have enough leaders of talent and culture for aU the 
kolhozy? They had to struggle along as best they could, 
but tiiey were learning things. They were learning some- 
thing about discipline from other kolhozy, In the kolhoz at 

P , for example, a widow whose job was milking cows 

once came to the chairman and told him that she would 
leave work if she did not at once receive a pair of holiday 
shoes. She was the kind who loved to show off and had 
always worn her best shoes in the stables, while she was 
milking. The chairman did not hesitate to tell her that if 
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she had not wasted her shoes on the cows, she would not 
have needed a new pair and that die co-operative store had 
none to spare. Exasperated, the \vddow walked away saying 
she wouldn’t touch a milk-pail until a new pair of holiday 
shoes had been sent to her. The chairman didn’t run after 
her; calmly he assured her tliat if she didn’t want to work 
it was her affair and then, wtli the consent of die adminis- 
tration, he barred her from the supply store and suspended 
her from die kolhoz for a month. Immediately she ex- 
perienced a change of heart and, ivith tears, promised the 
chairman that she never again would seek special privileges 
if she is’as alloived to return to her ivork. There ivas an 
example of real discipline of die kind diat diey needed to 
impose on some of their members. And they would impose 
it, too. 

Such discipline, together ivith die system of piece ivork 
and political education, would solve a lot of dieir difficultly. 
They also hoped for some good results from the forthcoming 
division of the crops. Even the most hostile indi\ddualists 
had to admit diat die kolhoz rye ivas vasdy superior to their 
owm. It could not have been otherwise, with the kolhoz 
enjoying the advantages of die tractor, the disc, the grain 
drill, the choicest seeds in die country and the counsel of an 
expert agronomist. True, they were not so lucky with dieir 
spring crops. Lack of rain at the height of the growing 
season had stunted their barley and oats and flax, but their 
potatoes ivere superb. All in all, however, dieir har\'est 
would enable them to pay dieir members a higher wage 
than die one diey had set in the spring. They were all 
assured of bread, milk, potatoes, cabbage and of enough 
spare cash for some neiv clothes, herrings, kerosene, soap, 
and other city products. With good luck in raising their 
pigs and dieir calves, diey ivould also be enabled to increase 
their meat rations. All this, supplemented by the produce 
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their members were deriving from their individual gardens, 
would enable all of them, and especially those who had a 
cow, a pig, hens and a few sheep of their own, to live in 
comfort during the ensuing year. Wouldn’t I, therefore, 
agree that, in spite of all their deficiencies, the residts 
warranted faith in the future of the kolhoz? When the kolhoz 
first started, the individualists prophesied that it would 
collapse before their sowing and planting were finished and 
that by winter, all its members would be facing starvation. 
Yet, here it was, actually striking roots in the community. 
Some of their members, firom among the bedniaks, never in 
the old days had raised enough grain to last them from 
harvest to harvest. By the time Easter arrived, and some- 
times Christmas, they had to borrow grain for bread. But 
now they were assured of a decent living throughout the 
year. They felt, therefore, that nothing save a natural 
calamity, which would hit the individualist perhaps more 
severely than it would them, would stop their advance 
towards increasing comfort in their everyday life. In the 

villages of G and P they had successful kolhozy. 

Why then, couldn’t they, in time, have a successful kolhoz in 
this village? 

An unexpected visitor had come, Antosh, the fiery Young 
Communist, who was so impressive a figure in the community 
on my first visit in 1923. He had grown more stocky and 
appeared more mature. His hair was as frizzled and as 
abundant as formerly and feU in ringlets over his ears and 
temples. His eyes glowed with their old earnestness, but 
seemed void of their old impatience. StiU taciturn, he seemed 
more subdued than in his earlier years, or perhaps only 
more reflective and more tolerant. He informed me that 
he had been away from the village six years, during which 
time he had seen service in the Red Army, had attended an 
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institute for political education and had held responsible 
posts in various parts of the country. No longer a Komsomo- 
letz, but a full-fledged Party man, he was now secretary of 
a Soviet some\s'here in tlie north. For the first time in five 
years he was allowed a vacation and had come home for a 
visit. But he was not resting — peasants would not let him. 
Because he was a Party man, they were bombarding him 
with complaints against local officials and he was making the 
rounds of village So\dets, checking and adjusting griev- 
ances. Evenings, when he ^vas home, he ^vould gather 
groups of young people in the kolhoz office, deliver lectures 
to them, read pamphlets, or conduct discussions. 

One afternoon, while a cold shower tvas swishing over the 
village, he came to see me. The rain seemed to imigorate 
him, for he appeared fresh and cheerful. He immediately 
launched into a volley of the usual questions about the 
American proletarian, the American crisis and the possi- 
bility of an American revolution. Then he asked me for a 
firank appraisal of the kolhoz movement in Russia, and 
especially of the kolhoz iu our village. Set’eral members of 
the kolhoz, and a feAv other peasants who were present, 
foUotved me with their opinions of the kolhoz- A discussion 
ensued in w'hich were repeated the arguments, presentiments, 
denunciations, that I had so often heard and have set down 
in preceding pages. However, as I listened to the -words of 
some of the peasants, I couldn’t help matv^elling at the 
changed demeanour of Antosh. Severe as were the criticisms 
of the Party and tire Soviets, he no longer fired into tirades 
and denunciations of the speakers. \^en someone flung 
at him the charge that his own father had left the kolhoz, he 
replied calmly enough, that his father’s act was the best 
proof that he had been endowed with more than a generous 
share of stupidity. Then he launched into lengthy explana- 
tions of the shortcomings of the Soriets, the Party and the 
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kolhoz movement. These explanations differed but little 
from those of the numberless village Communists whom I 
had met in other places. All of them followed the lead of 
Moscow, and framed their thought to fit Moscow’s latest 
formulas. I must add, however, that these peasant Party 
workers display a sense of reality and a human quality, 
which the more rigid-minded and bumptious city Commu- 
nist seldom manifests. When arguments were at an end and 
the small group of peasants in the house had regained 
th^ir composure, Antosh, growing expansive, proceeded 
with a further elucidation of the problems confronting the 
Soviets in their dealings with the village. 

T was a boy,’ he began, ‘when the German armies 
occupied this village but I remember well enough their 
way of dealing with our peasants. Do you suppose that 
when they wanted something done they would bother 
to make the rounds of houses, as we have been doing, 
knock at windows, and call peasants to mass meetings and 
take a chance on so few of them turning out that the meeting 
would have to be postponed? No, indeed. The Germans 
didn’t bother to take the peasant into their confidence. 
They did not bother to make lengthy explanations and to 
engage in fiery discussions. They ordered things to be done 
and they saw to it that they were well done. Once they 
ordered our muzhiks to repair the roads and the roads were 
repaired. Again they ordered our muzhiks to build sidewalks 
and the sidewalks were built. Incidentally, do you know 
what happened to the sidewalks when the Germans left? 
They disappeared. The peasants tore them up. There now!’ 

He cast a sharp glance at his hearers, as if challenging 
them to a denial of his words. But no one murmured a word. 

‘Soon, however, our muzhiks, to escape tas^ that they 
didn’t like, resorted to their ancient trick - bribery. They 
began to bring “gifts” to the Germans - eggs, butter, 
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pork, fruit and other things. At first tire Germans scolded 
them and refused to accept the “gifts.” But soon they 
experienced a change of heart. Lucky for them that they 
didn’t remain here, else they would have become as corrupt 
as the old Czarist officials. Now, please understand, I am 
not blaming the peasant for making use of bribes when in 
difficulties with officials or superiors. Bribery was as much 
a part of the old regime as were uniforms. But I needn’t 
tell you that it is a vitiating practice, and in the early days 
of the Revolution the peasant was as prodigal with bribes 
as he ever was under the Czar and he corrupted many an 
honest Soviet worker. I was at work once in this district 
Soviet, and all the time peasants would bring us eggs, 
meat, white flour, just as though we were Czarist officials. 
Once a peasant who had a law suit pending in the land 
court, brought our chairman a sack of pork, “Just a gift,” 
he said, and the chairman, in exasperation, turned the pork 
over to the children’s home and sentenced tire muzhik- to - 
gaol for several days. 

‘At another time, a peasant came to the same chairman’s 
home and called him outside to the barn, and what do you 
suppose he wanted? He shut the door, pulled out from a 
sack a flask of samagon and offered it to the chairman with 
the words, “Take it, tovarishtsh. I’ve made it myself; ex- 
cellent brew; you will like it.” The chairman grabbed an 
axe and smashed the flask to smithereens and fined the 
peasant. Of course, the peasants cursed and yelled when 
we punished them for what they regarded as “acts of kindness” 
towards us. But we didn’t mind. We were determined, in 
this district, to root out bribery and nowadays only a 
demented peasant would even think of presenting a bribe 
to an official. 

‘It is so with other things. If we had bothered to heed 
the peasants’ outcries against innovations, we should never. 
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have made any advance. Is there anything, for example, 
more dreadful in our countryside than our roads? Look 
out of the window and see what happens after the rain. 
What you see in this street, you’ll see on the highways. 
It is worse yet in the spring, when the snows thaw - the 
mud gets so deep that you can swim in it, and yet, you 
should have heard the peasants rail when we proposed 
that each household send a team and a worker for four 
days every summer to repair highways. If they all got 
together, they could easily pave the street and their yards 
and lay out side-walks. But - there is so little public spirit 
in them, and I tell you, the only hope of developing such 
a spirit is to draw them into the kolhoz^ The mud here will 
never disappear until the kolhoz gets busy and puts in 
pavements. Am I right, tovarishtshuiT He turned to his 
hearers. Several of them nodded in approval, and he with 
a smile of triumph continued. 

Tt is so easy to be misled by the peasant’s wailing. He 
is so eloquent, that unless you know him, you feel that he 
has been grievously wronged. At one time, in this part of 
the country, the Soviets sought to break up the villages into 
homesteads. When the news of the new proposal reached 
our village, the peasants were outraged. What sort of a Kfe 
would it be, they wailed, away from neighbours and cut 
off from the world by snow in winter and mud in autumn, 
and so exposed to attacks of bandits? Mass meeting after 
mass meeting was called to discuss the project, and then 
some men ventured to take advantage of it. And do you 
know, shortly afterwards, everybody wanted to be on a 
homestead of his own! But the Soviets changed their policy 
and instead of homesteading, advocated small settlements 
with the land of the people blocked out near their homes. 
Again the peasants protested. They would have tiothing 
but homesteads - settlements they argued would only 
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invite disaster. Once more we called mass meeting after 
mass meeting, and finally they ^vere won over to the idea 
of small settlements. But before the surveyors got here 
to break up this village into settlements, the policy was 
again changed in favour of the kolhozyi and, well - you 
have been about and you have heard them talk and you 
know how they feel. But I make this prediction. In two 
or three years they \vill get so accustomed to the kolhoz^ that 
they won’t Avant to change to anything else, and some day 
in the future, when the Soviets decide to convert the 
kolhozy into communes, they ^vill again ho\vl wdth indigna- 
tion and prophesy failure. And yet think what a boon the 
kolhoz has been to the government. Take this kolhoz for 
example - it was supposed to sell to the Soviet co-operatives 
one-eighth of its grain, but the crop proved so good that at 
a recent meeting the members voted to sell one-fifth. Yes- 
terday, an order came for five hundred poods of potatoes 
for an army camp. Of their o\vn accord, they have doubled 
the order. Can you imagine the energy we should have been 
required to waste to collect these amounts of grain and 
potatoes from individualists? Can you imagine the meetings 
we should have had to call, the pledges \ve should have had 
to make, the threats we might have had to issue, to shake 
out of our muzhiks, at government prices, three thousand 
poods of rye and one thousand poods of potatoes? But with 
the kolhoz in control, there were no fuss, no excitement, 
no harangues. Of course, not all kolhozy have fulfilled their 
obligations to the Soviets as promptly as this kolhoz, but they 
aU ought to do so and in time we hope they will.’ 

‘The trouble is,’ interposed a member of the kolhoz, 'that 
somehow people don’t work on the kolhoz as they do for 
themselves. They are not as interested. If you could only 
find some way of killing the urge for personal gain.’ 

‘That is because,’ Antosh flared back, ‘they are still dark 
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a.n6, uncultured. What’s personal gain for? What do people 
really want - ordinary people, who have not developed the 
koolack inania for hoarding? They want to live in comfort 
and in security, don’t- they? and well ~ the kolhoz has got to 
make them more comfortable and more secure than they 
were in their own households, else it will collapse. You 
can’t offer a man a worse condition of life than he has and 
hope to succeed. It must be better. Supposing then that 
in the kolhoz a man works seven, eight, or six hours, and 
then comes home, washes up, perhaps changes his clothes, 
eats his evening meal, and goes out to the club-house to 
read something, or see a motion-picture show, or a play, 
or participate in a game, or just stay there and chat wiA 
friends. Then he goes home to a clean and comfortable 
room and retires, V/hat else does he need? His children 
are taken care of and are, like himself, protected against all 
mishaps, and again I say what else does a man require? 
Must he indulge in personal gain, must he make profits? 
What for?’ 

Two days later I was to leave. All the morning it drizzled 
but towards noon the skies cleared and the sun came out 
and stayed out. It was still chiUy and people felt the need 
of warm clothes. The ihud had turned into slush and 
stretched like a sparkling blanket from one end of the village 
to the other, Edward Deuss, an American journalist, 
happened to be with me on this trip. Taking advantage of 
the sun, we photographed the village, the kolhoz, and 
groups of peasants. Then bidding friends farewell, we 
drove off. 

The fields were again humming with work. Peasants 
were getting ready for the winter sowing. Some of them 
were drawing manure in their little one-horse carts. Others, 
mostly women and children, were scattering this manure 
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with their bare hands. Others again ^vere ploughing with 
wood-framed ploughs that stirred up only a thin layer of 
earth, and still others were vainly trying to break up the 
lumps of soil with their toothpick harrows. These, of course, 
were individualist farmers, who from necessity more perhaps ( 
than from choice, were clinging to their ancient tools and 
their ancient methods of tillage. Across the road from tlieir 
fields, was the kolhoz, spreading majestically to the horizon. 
No tractors or other machines were now at work, but the 
mere sight of it made one tliink of the huge steel mechanisms, 
which like a conquering army were marching onward and 
onward, all over the Russian countryside. It made one feel 
sorry for this plodding individualist, who cried out against 
the kolhoz, and whose weapons of warfare against it, both 
psychologically and mechanically, held out no promise of 
victory. 

We passed two cabbage fields, one large and one small 
and separated from one another by a narrow highway. 4 
The large field was marked up in rows, both ways, and the 
plants were set in squares, rvith the ground free- of weeds. 
The heads were large, firm, clean, with even the outward 
layers of leaves unperforated by the chewings of worms. 

In the smaller field, the rows were uneven and the plants 
set close to one another. Weeds spread luxuriously in between 
the rows, and the heads of cabbage were small, soft, and 
laden with worms. The large field, the driver informed us, 
belonged to the kolhoz, and the other to an individu- 
alist. 

We drove along at a leisurely pace. Deuss and I crouched 
in the back on straw, while our driver was in front hunched 
up on his knees. The cart was without a top, but the 
cumbrous coats which our host had provided for us were ^ 
calculated to protect us against all emergencies. The 
weather however had steadied itself. Now and then the 
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sun would slip under a cloud and a blast of wind would 
smite at our faces, but there was no rain, and we felt 
comfortable. 

A quarter of a century earlier I had traversed the same 
road. We were then emigrating to America, all of us, 
mother, brothers, sisters. It was early autumn then as now 
and the weather was even more dismal - it drizzled without 
ceasing and it was cold. Peasants followed us along in a 
mournful procession as at a funeral. At the cemetery our 
cart halted for a last round of farewells and for a fresh 
outbreak of loud crying. America was so far away, in another 
world from which people never returned, and we felt sad. 
I was barely fourteen years of age and as we moved farther 
and farther away from the village I could not believe that 
I was actually leaving the old home. It seemed impossible 
that we would be separated for ever from the surroundings 
and the people I had known so well. 

Now I was likewise overcome with incredulity. This 
ancient countryside seemed like a legend. These muzjiiks 
who fumed and railed, who wept and despaired or who 
thrilled and gloried, and all their new ideas and transforma- 
tions, their dreams and conflicts, seemed too fantastic to be 
real. I knew these muzhiks so well in the old days. They 
were shut off from the tumult and excitement of the times. 
None of them ever read a newspaper or heard of foreign 
lands save America and perhaps Turkey. Very few of them 
ever saw a railway train or heard of electricity or any of 
the machines that had. been coming to the kolhoz. They 
trembled in the presence of officials and the landlord was 
to them the great master of the world. Their thoughts, 
their ambitions, their daily pursuits, were bounded by their 
village and the nearest town bazaar. Nor could they escape 
from their antecedents. They were born muzhiks, they would 
always remain muzjiiks and they would die muzhiks. That 
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was their destiny and they could conceive of none other. 
They were all but buried in these ancient marshlands. 

Yet now here they were all of them, the koolack and the 
revolutionary, the bedniak and the seredniak, and above all 
the children with their games of war between proletarians 
and bourzhuis, and the ten-year-old lad assuring me with 
astute self-confidence ‘that in this country we have stored 
away the word riches in the archives.’ A flood of new ideas 
was mercilessly beating do^vn on them and a whole new 
world was rising before their very eyes. Whatever their 
future, their past \vith all its anchorages was fast breaking 
down. They could never again be what they they had been 
throughout the ages, never! 

‘I suppose,’ asked the driver, ‘you are not expecting to 
come back soon?’ 

^Not so very soon,’ I replied. 

‘Don’t stay away too long,’he warned with good-humoured 
expansiveness. ‘If you do you may not see this village again. 
There is talk now of tearing down the half adjacent to the 
kolhoz and turning it into a school-park.’ 

He jerked at the reins and urged the horse into a swifter 
pace. We had reached the end of our fields. The village 
had sunk from view, and out of the thickening haze there 
loomed only the freshly thatched roofs of the towering barns 
on the kolhoz. 
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Earth and sky, sky and earth, such is the Russian land, 
and never in history has it reverberated so mightily ivith the 
voice of the peasant. Hear this voice once and you never 
forget it. A shriek of wrath, a wail of despair, a cry of joy, 
it always overwhelms, for no man in Russia can plead with 
so sturdy a passion and frankness as the peasant. Koolack 
or revolutionary, middle peasant or poor man, for the 
kolhoz or against it, his words pour out a torrent of conviction. 

Caught in the midst of a stupendous conflict he is over- 
come with bewilderment. Shall he remain on his own land 
and be an object of suspicion, and, in the event of material 
advance, a prey perhaps to brutal discriminations? Shall he 
join the kolhoz and forswear his independence and all that 
it implies in daily satisfactions and risk the guarantee of the 
modest security which individual landholding had always 
afforded him? The revolutionaries, of course, are promising 
him an earthly paradise in the kolhoz, but in these days of its 
beginning what assurance has he of the fulfilment of 
the promise other than their words, ivhich he readily dis- 
credits? Always shunning chances, he is now called upon 
to make a plunge into what is to him the rashest venture 
he has ever known. 

Yet he must make a choice, and quickly, for the Revolu- 
tion beats incessantly upon him. Event tumbles on event, 
crisis crowds on crisis, and whether he will or will not, he 
must decide which way to go. And ivhatever his decision, 
unless he has resigned himself to the demands of the Revolu- 
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tion or can respond with fervour to its call for social adven- 
turing, he has no peace of mind. 

It is this uncertainty of the peasant that gives rise to a 
host of ills on the kolhQZ> to suspicion, jealousy, quarrels, to 
all manner of petty bickerings. The magnitude of the enter- 
prise (and the tendency is to make the kolhoz larger and 
larger) adds to the peasant’s discomfiture. He feels himself 
a small part of a big process, too big for his comprehension. 
His pride of workmanship wanes, and the kolhoz looms as 
something impersonal and sinister. 

Let it be remembered, however, that the peasant’s distrust 
of innovations, especially newly proposed innovations 
which touch the fundamentals of his life as intimately as 
does the kolhoz, is in part responsible for his recalcitrance. 
So is the haste with which the kolhoz is being promulgated, 
and even more so, the method of the promulgation. I am 
not referring to the barbarities which organizers perpetrated 
in the winter of 1929-30. These have been denounced and 
discarded. Communists, Stalin’s staunchest supporters, 
admit that forcible methods in the villages pushed Russia 
to the brink of a holocaust. In their heart of hearts, however, 
they cherish no regrets, for in spite of the slaughter of live 
stock and other forms of destruction, when the tumult had 
subsided, one-fourth of the peasantry had remained in the 
kolhoz- That, they hold, was worth all the sacrifice that the 
venture cost. It imparted to the movement the power and 
momentum it needed to push it onward. 

Indeed, if peaceable methods alone had been pursued and 
the principle of voluntary choice faithfully observed, a 
decade or more might have been required to bring the 
kolhoz to its present stage of development, and time was 
precious. The city was threatened with famine. A crisis 
might have been averted by acceptance of the policy of 
the right opposition which counselled compromise with 
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private enterprise. But since this policy was thrust aside, 
immediate and drastic action was imperative. In Revolution 
as in war, it is the objective that counts, and not the price, 
whether in gold or in blood. 

Other failings of the kolhoz are only too conspicuous. 
The complexity of the enterprise demands the best of 
leadership. The problems of personal relations and of 
farm management would tax the ingenuity of the most 
seasoned social worker and of the most brilliant agricultural 
expert. In Russia there is a scarcity of both. Factory workers 
and peasants, with the aid of overworked agronomists, have 
been entrusted with the direction of the kolhoz- Naturally 
enough the blunders they make strike the eye at every turn. 
Never, for example, have I seen a threshing crew that did 
not resemble a mass meeting, so many were the people 
assembled for the job. The same is true of groups gathered 
for other tasks that require bodies of workers. I have seen 
straw handled five and six times between the threshing 
machine and the stack only a few rods away. Lack of 
proper mechanical devices, the usual excuse of kolhoz 
leaders, is only in part to blame for this waste labour. 

Equally damaging is the reckless treatment of machinery 
on all the socialized lands, on the sovhoz as well as on the 
kolhoz- True, the machine is a new thing in Russia and the 
time has been too short to develop in the peasant mechanical- 
mindedness and appreciation of its proper care. Yet that 
does not lessen the damage resulting from abuse. With the 
exception of girls, who are always more thoughtful in such 
matters, one seldom sees a Russian tractor operator who, 
on his way to and from work, does not race the tractor as 
though it were an automobile. He glories in fast movement. 
The resulting breakage is colossal. Fleets of disabled tractors 
dot the Russian landscape; and what is true of tractors 
is true of other machines. The abuse to which they are 
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subjected shortens substantially the duration of their useful- 
ness. Then, too, machines are left with no cover over them 
in yards and in far away fields, exposed to the devastation 
of wind, rain and sun. 

One could draw up a catalogue of failings, objective 
and subjective, which would make the kolhoz appear the 
nlost hopeless undertaking on earth. Yet the efforts to 
overcome these failings and to exploit the advantages that 
it makes possible are as dramatic a spectacle as there is in 
the land of the Soviets. 

All over the country special schools and courses have been 
opened to develop capable leaders. Agricultural institutes 
and colleges have never before been so crowded with 
students who are seeking to make themselves experts in 
farming. Specialization in every field of endeavour has hit 
Russia harder even than America. Propaganda on the vast- 
est scale has been launched to combat the peasant’s unrest, 
and as an aid to it, city products from soap to textiles, from 
hairpins to cosmetics, have been rushed to the countryside. 
Again and again I found in village stores articles \vhich 
I was unable to obtain in Moscow. Above all, a series of 
measures has been put into operation to bolster discipline 
and diligence. 

In this respect the kolhoz is following the footsteps of the 
factory. In the early days of the Revolution the self-exalted 
proletarian loafed on his job so blithely that he threatened 
an industrial collapse. Propaganda alone failed to move 
him. Other methods had to be devised to end his laxity. 
Equality of -compensation was superseded by a graduated 
wage-scale. Wherever possible pay was based on piece 
work. Special rewards - a trip to some city, a rest house, 
a sum of money -were offered for meritorious service. 
Finally power was centred in a few hands, and now managers 
and directors are vested with personal responsibility. With 
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the approval of the factory comniittee they may impose 
severe disciplmary measures on misbehaving workers, 
may not only issue reprimands, but fine them, suspend them 
firom work for days, weeks, even months. Simultaneously, 
fresh and novel devices have been hit upon to rouse the 
proletarian to better effort through appeals to personal 
vanity and group pride. Shock brigades, socialist rivalry, 
public praise in the town press, in the wall-newspaper - 
these and other psychological paraphernalia are in full swing 
in the Russian factory. 

Precisely the same processes of control are now being 
applied on the kolhoz- Piece work and premiums for special 
service are in wide use. Stern discipline is coming to the 
fore. Appeals to personal vanity and group pride, through 
public praise, socialist rivalry, shock brigades and other 
artificial stimulations are becoming an everyday experi- 
ence. 

These measures to make labour more productive would 
not have been of much account if the principle of the kolhoz 
had not possessed virtues of its own. Its overpowering merit 
is its superiority to Russian individual agriculture as a method of 
production. With one stroke it wipes out the stupendous 
waste inherent in peasant farming. The strip system and 
all its attendant iUs disappear. If there is no tractor avail- 
able, there are enough horses on hand to make possible the 
use of modern implements from heavy ploughs to reapers. 
Indeed, these ploughs cut deep furrows; disc harrows break 
up the lumps and prepare a favourable seed-bed; grain 
drills sow evenly at a saving of one-fourth of the grain, and 
bury it deep enough so that crows cannot easily dig it out; 
the lumping together of the strips does away with needless 
travel; and, what is of greater consequence, the ridges and 
dead furrows, the chief sources of weed contamination, are 
obliterated. . 

T 
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These gains, colossal as tliey are, are reinforced by other 
advantages derived from the unified control of agriculture. 
With the peasant shying at innovations, the spread of any- 
thing new in farming under individualist control of the 
land always encounters stiff opposition. Let the reader 
recall the incident with the peat in my otvn village. Though 
it was offered to the peasants without cost, they refused to 
avail themselves of it. They had never heard of mixing peat 
with straw for bedding and tliey were not disposed to bother 
about it. Only when they were threatened with a fine did 
they follow the suggestion. Equally informing is the 
incident of the incubator, when the peasants at first 
howled down the very notion of a machine bringing forth 
animal life. I happened to be among the Kuban Cossacks 
when the propaganda was launched for the introduction 
of cotton on their lands. Though more advanced than 
muzhiks, they fought strenuously against the new crop, and 
only because it was new. I have attended meetings and ; 
institutes of peasants at which modern mediods of gardening 
and fimit-growing were discussed at length, and yet on their 
return home these peasants seldom ventured to make use 
of the information they had gained. That is why to this 
day in so many sections peasants have little or no success 
in the cultivation of cucumbers and cabbage, their favourite 
vegetables. All over Russia, including Ae Ukraine, and 
even among the Cossacks, it is seldom that one sees a healthy 
orchard or firuit free of scabs and worms. Even the koolacks, 
who agriculturally are the most progressive farmers in 
Russia, are slow to make use of new methods. Witness their 
wretched homes, their windowless barns, their unpaved 
barnyards. At every turn in the Russian village one stumbles 
upon needless waste, incompetence and reluctance to heed " 
the voice of the laboratory and of the experiment 
station. 
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It is different on a kolhoz. The voice of the peasant is not 
ignored. Final authority is vested in the mass meeting; but 
it is easy to break down inertia and suspicion. The crowd can- 
nothold out against newideas. Nor can administrators delay 
action. They are constantly prodded by the agronomist, 
the national and regional bureaux of agriculture, the Soviets, 
the Party. When the building of a new type of house or 
bam is proposed, or the cultivation of a new crop, or a new 
process of tillage, the peasants on a kolhoz, unlike those on 
individual farms, can be swung into doing something about 
it. If necessary their will can be over-ridden. It is easy to 
find legal excuses for such direct action. Equally significant 
is the fact that the acreage a person works on a kolhoz is 
larger than on a farm of his own, if only because of the use 
of machines. With all the drawbacks attendant on the first 
year of mass collectivization, this feature of the kolhoz is 
especially pronounced. Peasants who, as individualists 
worked twenty-four million hectares, tilled twelve million 
more hectares in the kolhoz- 

That on the kolhoz new ideas can easily be put into opera- 
tion on a nation-wide scale has been eloquently demon- 
strated by the silo-building campaign. Russian peasants 
are notoriously ignorant of the science of stock feeding. 
Nor do they raise the needed fodder. To this day they make 
wide use of straw and chaff as food for cattle. The result 
is that in winter cattle are poorly fed, give little milk and 
grow lean. In an effort to remedy this condition a campaign 
was started for the building of silos. I have been at meetings 
in villages at which this question was discussed, and it was 
pathetic to observe the distrust of peasants of the very idea 
of silos. Again and again the agronomist, as if to strengthen 
his position, would call on me for a word of comment on what 
silos mean to the American farmer. If the project had been 
left to individual peasants, there would be few silos in Russia 
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now. Yet there is hardly a kolhoz in the whole of the grain 
and grass growing regions but has several silos.* 

Likewise, the orchards that many a kolhoz has set out, 
and the gardens that have been started are new things in 
the Russian village. Also for the first time on a nation-wide 
scale, efforts are being made to weed out scrubby live stock 
and introduce the best available breeds, many of them 
imported from the United States, Canada, and South 
American countries and from various other agricultural 
lands. Then consider the amount of building, principally 
of barns and granaries, that has been achieved within the 
first year of mass collectivization. This in itself is eloquent 
testimony as to the possibilities of the kolhoz^ From one end 
of the land to the other saws buzz, hammers clang, logs 
are laid on logs and bricks are matched to bricks, and new 
barns, the largest and most modern which the peasants 
have ever known, are rising over the flat Russian landscape. 
There are no available statistics on the subject, but personal 
observation inclines me to the belief that more building has 
been achieved in the villages in the first year of mass collec- 
tivization than in all the preceding years of the Revo- 
lution. 

Of course one must reckon the cost of all this, both in 
material substance and in human comfort. It has been 
prodigious. The breakage of machinery, the inability 
properly to organize time and labour, are costly affairs in 
the Soviet Union. Reliable figures that cover every item 
of tangible and intangible expense are not as yet available. 
Those that are to be had can be variously interpreted. If 
one were to include the investment in the land, which 
Soviet book-keeping never takes into consideration, it would 
not be difficult to prove on the basis of these figures that the 

• Because of a shortage of material, these are built, not above ground like 
those of American farmers, but in the ground - huge holes lined wiUt cement. 

340 



RED BREAD 

cost of Russian agricultural production is the highest in 
Europe. Nor would it be difficult to prove the contrary. 

It must, however, be emphasized that cost of production 
does not and cannot mean the same thing in present-day 
Russia that it does in a stabilized society. The Russian is 
engaged in a learning process. He is just discovering the 
machine. Therefore the machine serves a double purpose - 
productive and educative. The revolutionary tension in 
speeding up this education adds enormously to its cost. 
One of the chief causes of the breakage of machinery is the 
incessant drive for speed. 

Yet from whichever angle it is approached, the kolhoz 
as a method of production has under Russian conditions 
indisputable and insuperable advantages. The individual 
peasant, even when ambitious and progressive, never 
would have have dared to part with his ancient tools and 
his traditional methods of work as easily and swiftly as has 
the kolhoz- The sentiments and calculations that actuate a 
peasant play no part on the kolhoz- 

- The enforced parting with the past, as the reader has 
already learned from the preceding pages, has its tragic 
aftermath. It necessitates a break with old habits, old 
beliefs, old sentiments, and therefore perturbs and bewilders 
the peasant. It calls for a new faith, a new way of work, 
a new way of living, and thereby only adds to this per- 
turbation and bewilderment. And there is none to whom 
the man in distress can turn for sympathy. There are no 
agencies ministering to hurt pride and dejected moods. 
There is nothing maternal in the mechanics and in the 
spirit of the Revolution, no more than in the mechanics and 
in the spirit of war, and one can escape from the one no 
more than from the other. Indeed, in a war the people 
who are not actively engaged in combat often can find 
refuge somewhere behind the lines. In Russia this is im- 

341 



RED BREAD 


possible. The territories behind the lines begin beyond 
the frontiers. Evcry%vhcrc else there is only a battle front. 
There is a parallel at least in some respects between the 
individualistically minded peasant in present-day Russia 
and the European artisan in the early days of the industrial 
revolution. He, too, stormed against the new system. He 
hated the machine. He cherished highly his independence 
and all the satisfactions that it afforded him, not the least 
of which was pride in the finished product. He, too, trusted 
to his own tools and his own method of work to provide daily 
sustenance and security against possible mishaps. Again 
and again he rose in masses and smashed the machine. 
But his resistance was of short duration. From the very 
beginning it was doomed, for his artisanry could not match 
the machine in productive capacity. The individual peasant 
in a Soviet society is facing a similar condition. He cannot 
rival the kolhoz in productivity. 

One might speculate as to what would have happened 
in Russia had the Revolution followed in the footsteps of 
Stolypin, an astute Gzarist minister, and allowed a home- 
steading act to work its Avay out on a nadonal scale. One 
might speculate as to what would have been the outcome 
of some other plan for solving die perplexing agricultural 
problem of so backward a land as Russia. All such specula- 
tion at present is futile, if only because the Revolution has 
chosen its own course of action. It has appropriated the 
kolhoz as the sole way of coping with the existing difficulty, 
and one must judge Russian agriculture only in terms of 
die kolhoz- 

Spectacular as is the agricultural revolution that the 
kolhoz is bringing to pass, the social revolution that it fore- 
bodes and is already in process of stirring is even more so. 
Widi the disappearance if the privately owned farm will 
come the disappearance of the individually inhabited home. 
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The villages therefore will in time be torn down. The artel 
need not pass into a commune for this condition to even- 
tuate. Peasant homes are notoriously insanitary, uncom- 
fortable, and are rapidly becoming dilapidated. Soon many 
of them will have to be rebuilt. Some of this rebuilding 
wiU follow along old models, but the plan which the kolhoz 
envisages will abolish them. The log or mud hut wiU be 
superseded by apartment houses. Many an older kolhoz 
has already begun to build such houses. More and more of 
them will do so, and in the end the age-old Russian village 
will give place to a new type of community, a rural township. 

The kolhoz further promises to reduce appreciably Russia’s 
birth rate. Because of the faU in the death rate from 30.5 
per thousand in the pre-war days to 17.4 per thousand in 
the three years between 1926 and 1929, the population in 
Russia has been increasing more rapidly than in aU of non- 
Russian Europe. In 1930 Russia boasted twenty million more 
people on the territories she is now occupying than in 1914. 
Were this increase to continue imchecked, the Russian 
revolutionaries, in spite of the Marxian doctrine which 
presupposes a sufficiency of material goods for uncontrolled 
growth in population, might eventually find themselves 
face to face with a serious problem. 

Fortunately for them, the kolhoz promises to solve it 
automatically. Let it be remembered that for the peasant, 
as for aU primitive people, large families are a form of 
insurance against the mishaps of life, especially old age. 
On the kolhoz the need of such insurance disappears. The 
aged and the disabled live at the expense of the community. 
Thus one of the primary motives for large families ceases 
to exist. Meanwhile, the women are gaining in sophisti- 
cation. They have more leisure and greater opportunity 
for recreation and diversion. They enjoy the gatherings 
and the variety of entertainments which the kolhoz fosters. 
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They begin to crave greater freedonij and no longer want 
to bear as many children as in the old days. The spread of 
birth control offers them the means of satisfying their wishes. 
The medical commissions which are making the rounds of 
collective farms usually hold sessions Nsdth the women on 
birth control. Of course there is still an acute shortage of 
physicians and trained nurses, and so the number of these 
commissions is small. In time, however, as fresh corps of 
graduates from medical schools swell the ranks of physicians, 
more and more such commissions will be sent out to the land. 

Religion will suffer a fresh attack. Indeed, the kolhoz 
is on its way to becoming the staunchest foe of religion in 
the village. Let the reader recall the peasant who told the 
priest that on joining a kolhoz he would no longer christen 
his children because on a kolhoz there is no need for church, 
for God, for christenings. Unless he is a sectarian, especially 
a Baptist, an Evangehcal, a Mennonite, the average 
peasant yields readily to atheistic influence. The example 
of others infects him. On the kolhoz the increased pro- 
paganda through everyday conversation, motion pictures, 
lectures, the constant emphasis that it is not God but the 
machine, not a supernatural power but science and nature 
that determine the productivity of the land, shatters the 
muzhik's mechanistic faith. In the building programme of 
the kolhoz even as in that of the factory, church is accorded 
no place. Indeed, wherever the kolhoz becomes entrenched 
the church soon closes, is turned into a club-house, a granary, 
a school or a nursery. Only the sectarians who are the Rus- 
sian Protestants are evincing religious vitality. Their 
numbers are comparatively few, and whether eventually 
they will triumph remains to be seen. Even they, however, 
are losing their younger adherents. Other religions, the 
Greek Orthodox, the Jewish and even the Mohammedan, 
are being submerged in the new social maelstrom. 
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The family, likewise, will feel the impact of the kolhoz- 
A nursery is among the first institutions to spring up on the 
new farms. Nurseries are spreading in the kolhoz more 
rapidly than in cities, and for obvious reasons. Building 
material and labour are easy of access, and food, especially 
milk, cereals and vegetables, is to be had in abundance. 
At present children stay in the nursery only in the daytime. 
Evenings they return to their parents. But this is viewed as 
a makeshift arrangement. When the kolhoz has become a 
full-blooded concern new nurseries are to be built, always 
in close proximity to the parents, to provide accommoda- 
tion for children by day and by night. On the more ad- 
vanced new farms such nurseries are already in operation. 
Children and parents visit each other constantly, but they 
live apart. Children receive training and inspiration 
chiefly outside the home and from non-parental sources. 
Community kitchens and dining rooms, in which children 
and adults eat their meals separately, are likewise spreading 
on the kolhoz. Under such conditions the family will no 
longer be the institution which it was when the peasant 
lived on his own land. 

The disappearance of individual ownership of land, the 
coming of large-scale industrialized farming, the collapse 
of the village, the rise of rural townships, the growing 
sophistication of the peasant women and its effect on the 
nation’s birth rate, the collapse of religion and the trans- 
formation of the individualistic family — these are the 
unmistakable guideposts of the approaching civilization in 
the Russian village. They are rooted in the very principle 
of the kolhoz, and as the kolhoz strengthens, they will 
strengthen. 

There are further by-products of the kolhoz which are 
firaught with equally momentous potentialities. There is 
the peasant’s changing standard of living. It began with 
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tlie coming of the nep, ^vhen tlie peasant, because of loss 
of faith in money and lack of inducement to save, was 
beginning to keep for his own use more and more of his 
produce. Whenever he sold anything, it was chiefly for the 
purpose of buying somediing. He ^vas reaching out for 
increasing amounts of manufactured goods. Boots, which 
in tlie old days conferred distinction on a man, no\v became 
a common article of ^vear. Rubbers, ^vhich were unknown 
except among youtlis who had spent some time in the city, 
became a common sight on Sundays and holidays. Handker- 
chiefs came into wide use. Collars and ties and even under- 
wear were beginning to creep in. Cosmetics followed. 
The quality of tlie bulk of tliese goods was and is low. 
But the peasant bought them and learned to enjoy them. 
His constant complaint was that they were not to be had 
in sufficient quantities. During 1929-30, owing to the so- 
called socialist offensive, there came a disruption in the 
supply of manufactured goods more acute dian at any time 
since the coming of the nep. This socialist offensive had, 
indeed, shaken down tlie peasant’s standard of living all’ 
along die line, even in food, though noivhere was he as 
seriously affected as the city dweller. The peasant has since 
been grumbling loudly and volubly, but in the matter of 
clotiies he has yet suffered no immediate or visible distress. 
His purchases in the preceding years have sufficed for current 
needs. On Sundays and holidays he appears ivell dressed - 
better than at any time in liis liistory. The Revolution has 
indeed enlarged his appetite for material enjoyment, and the kolhoz 
is destined further to feed this appetite^ 

It cannot be otiierwise. Soviet organizers in their effort 
to win liim to die kolhoz have been promising him all manner 
of material enjoyments. Since the harvest in die autumn 
of 1930, neivspapers all over the country have been busying 
themselves widi dramatic accounts of the increased pro- 
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ductivity on the kolhoz and with the resultant rise in the 
individual income and in the purchasing power of its 
members. The peasant’s earthly appetites are indeed being 
constantly played upon and expanded, and that alone is 
making him continually more demanding and self-assertive. 

The growth of pohtical-mindedness will give fresh im- 
petus to this self-assertiveness. Always an anarchist, hating 
government as something evil and sinister, the peasant 
is now slowly acquiring a new appreciation of the meaning 
of poHtical processes. In the old days he could dismiss 
government with contempt, slink away into his sequestered 
lair and be lost to the world. He cannot do so now. Govern- 
ment is everywhere. Almost everything he buys, every- 
thing he sells, reminds him of government. In the kolhoz 
all transactions are consummated through and with govern- 
ment institutions. Government is an aU-pervading every- 
day experience, and the peasant has to face it openly and 
learn to deal with it as best he can. All these contacts with 
government are inculcating in him a fresh appreciation of 
’ its uses and functions. They are making him politically minded 
and are increasing his demands on government. 

No less epochal is the idea of organization which the 
kolhoz is bringing to the peasant. A kolhoz implies a closely 
knit body. The continual mass meetings, their decisions 
and actions, cannot but impress him with the importance 
and possibilities of organization. As time goes on he will 
learn more and more to appreciate its value and its power. 

As if in anticipation of such an eventuahty, the prole- 
tarian rulers are seeking to gain ever increasing control of 
the kolhoz. Through their credit-giving organizations, their 
monopoly of manufactured goods, their transactions with 
the kolhoz, their poHtical supervision, they are bent on 
holding the whip hand over the peasant. It is their boast 
that eventually they will convert him to their faith. Yet 
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even if they do, and the peasant swears by Lenin and Marx 
as loquaciously as does tlie city proletarian, there is no 
guarantee that he will have no cause of his own to prosecute. 
Will he tolerate, for example, tlie disproportion of polidcal 
representation that is now foisted on him? And supposing 
he remains only partially converted to the new dispen- 
sation? 

Time alone can answer the question whether the kolhoz 
means an end to the incessant warfare bet^vee^ city and 
village, peasant and proletarian, or only the beginning of a 
fresh conflict, the most formidable that the Soviets have yet 
encountered. 

Meanwhile the kolhoz with all its turmoil, all its agony, 
all its romance and all its promise, rolls on and on. 
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